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. CHRONOLOGICAL ORDER 


For teachers who prefer to teach the essays chronologically, 
the following order is suggested: 
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THEODORE ROOSEVELT (1858-1919) 
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AGNES REPPLIER (1858- 
A Kitten 


Chronological Order 
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Translating Literature into Life 
E. V. Lucas (1868- 
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PREFACE 


Wuat essayists should be included in a book studied by young 
people? That always puzzling question is usually met by 
the single judgment of the editor, or at most by the collabora- 
tion of editor and publisher. The glaring fault in such a 
procedure is that it leaves out of consideration the preferences 
of the very people most concerned — the teachers and pupils 
who are to use the book. Therefore this book was made not 
simply to provide another collection of essays but to provide 
one representative of what is really wanted by teachers and 
pupils, which would furnish to young people enjoyment and 
intellectual stimulation from the writings of some of the great- 
est essayists of our own time and of our heritage. 

Essays Old and New is designed for classroom study and for 
classroom discussion. To determine what essayists were really 
those that educators wished high school students to read, a 
questionnaire was sent to two hundred teachers over the coun- 
try. The response was more than gratifying. One hundred 
replies were returned, the votes were recorded, and the table 
of contents made up in exact accordance with the teachers’ 
decisions. It is of more than passing interest to note that 
Robert Louis Stevenson ranked foremost with ninety-six 
teachers, and consequently his name heads the table of con- 
tents. The other names follow in the order of preference as 
shown by the questionnaire. 

What essays of the various authors selected should be used 
was determined by students in high schools far and near. So 
Essays Old and New represents not the individual opinion of 
an editor or even the collective judgment of an editor and 
publisher, but the combined verdict of editor, teachers, and 
pupils. : 

To the many teachers and students who helped make this 
collection fascinating and representative for class discussion 
go the thanks of the editor, who extends her gratitude likewise 
to the publishers who kindly allowed her to reprint copyrighted 
material. It is a matter for sincere regret that such permission 
could not be obtained in the case of two of the authors selected 
by the questionnaire. 
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A NOTE TO TEACHERS 


No one class is expected to read all the forty-one essays in 
this volume, but in view of the increasing use of grouping 
according to ability and of the various Dalton modifications, 
a large number of essays was selected so that teachers might 
pick and choose what is best for their various groups. It is 
recommended that even a superior group read first some of 
the following essays, which are suggested for use in a slow 


group: 


“ The Magic Ring ” “The Strenuous Life ” 
“Mary White ” “A Dissertation Upon 
“A Message to Garcia ” Roast Pig ” 

“The Great American Game” “ The Mississippi ” 

“ A Kitten ” “* New Orleans ” 

“On Unanswering Letters ” “ Boating ” 


“ Possessions ” 


Bacon, Emerson, Thoreau, Conrad, Galsworthy, Crothers, 
Wilson, and Stevenson are recommended only for superior 
ability groups, and even then it is advised they be read 
toward the end of the course, when pupils have had sufficient 
introduction to the essay form. Experience and judgment will 
best guide the teacher of English in the use of this book. 
Already have the opinions of representative English teachers 
been considered in the selection of the authors included in the 
collection. Nothing can supplant the personal guidance of 
the teacher. The editorial helps have been provided as guides 
to the pupil’s study. It is hoped that the busy teacher may 
sometimes find them convenient in planning the day’s work. 
These helps, of course, will be supplemented or changed at 
the discretion of the teacher, who will suit them to the needs 
of the group. 

To many high school boys and girls, the essay is an unfa- 
miliar form. Their interest in the short story and the novel 
is already developed. It may be that in this book, for the 
first time, the pupil is becoming acquainted with this literary 
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form, so delightful to many adults. Since the essay is a type 
in which the story interest is lacking, the teacher will need to 
see that the introduction is a happy one. 

The pupil’s interest, then, should be gained. His enjoy- 
ment is of prime importance. And his pleasure is as keen 
when he is having a real intellectual adventure, as when he is 
being amused. In acquainting the pupil with this form of 
literature which demands some maturity of taste for its under- 
standing and appreciation, it is well to begin with the simpler 
essays. The teacher will know what the pupils are ready to 
read, and what is likely to ensnare their interests. ‘‘ The 
Magic Ring ” furnishes an attractive introduction to the study 
of the essay, because it stimulates much happy reminiscence of 
one’s own childhood. ‘The narrative element, moreover, makes 
it easy reading for those unfamiliar with the essay form. “ On 
Unanswering Letters” touches a common and very human 
weakness. Pupils enjoy this bit of humor; they are eager 
to furnish their own personal reactions towards letters, and 
their habits of answering or unanswering them. There are 
other essays in the collection which the thoughtful teacher may 
wish to read early in the study. Let the first readings, then, 
arouse the interest and pleasure of the student. 

The table of contents, as set forth in the Preface, has writers 
arranged according to the frequency of mention by those 
teachers who were asked to name essayists who should be 
included in a collection for high school. This order is best 
ignored in class study. The early reading should bring en- 
joyment, and an awakened interest in this form. 

Class discussion will naturally stress the subjects on which 
the essayists have written. Since much of this writing centers 
around homely, common, and everyday things, the boys and 
girls should early recognize that they have much in common 
with these men whose works they are enjoying. Students 
should be encouraged to contribute freely and frankly their 
own similar experiences and thoughts, ideas on which they 
might base little essays. Directed discussion reveals among 
young people a wealth of kindred interests. Perfect candor 
and sincerity on the part of the pupil is easy to gain, if his 
reactions are met with respect and with encouragement. This 
frank discussion will do much towards establishing that inti- 


mate and friendly atmosphere so essential to the interpretation 
and appreciation of essays. 


A Note To Teachers xi 


In order that the pupil may recognize that the essay is a 
living literary form, there will be much reading of contem- 
porary essays. Several days may be employed with profit in 
the discussion of essays contained in current magazines which 
devote space to this form. “ The Contributors’ Club ” of the 
Atlantic Monthly offers brief essays of real interest to the high 
school boy or girl. This extensive reading in contemporary 
essays will reveal to the student that magazines of today print 
something besides short stories which will challenge the interest 
of young people. 

The reading of additional essays by the author under dis- 
cussion is always valuable. The high school librarian may 
place all of the available volumes of essays on a special stack 
for the use of the groups who are studying this form. The 
city librarian may lend the same encouragement to wider read- 
ing. Sometimes the loan of books for a short time may be 
arranged for with the librarian, and these volumes placed in 
the classroom. The editor has arranged such loans through 
the courtesy of the librarian, and the additional reading done 
by the pupils is enormous, because the presence of the books 
in the room is an invitation for reading. Wide reading will 
result where conditions are made easy. 

Supplementary reading may center around a special project. 
The pupil may select one essayist with whom he wishes to 
become better acquainted, and, in the eyes of his group, he 
becomes a specialist on the works of that author. Or a certain 
period in English or American literature may provide a read- 
ing center for his interests. A successful and highly enjoy- 
able reading project was developed under the direction of the 
editor when this book was in preparation. Seventy-five essay 
volumes were placed in the classroom. The pupils read 
lavishly, directed by a real and immediate purpose. Each 
student was asked to select twenty essays which he would 
recommend for a book which was to be used for study and 
discussion. The essays were to possess both interest and 
merit. Notes were kept of essays read and rejected, as well 
as of those approved. The written papers reporting results 
were helpful commentaries on student interests. 

Young people enjoy estimating and appraising the values of 
books, and their judgments are often keen and discriminating. 
There is value to the pupil when he is asked to write his 
judgment in carefully chosen and exact words. He may be 
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asked to write brief book notes? of three or four sentences, 
attempting to express his estimate of the book, and at the same 
time to induce some other student to read it. 

Any study of the essay should encourage much writing by 
the pupils. This may be frank and brief comment on any of 
the suggested subjects for composition. Additional ones which 
may capture the imagination of the student may be selected. 
A modern Tatler or Spectator might be edited and written by 
the group. The school paper and annual offer avenues for 
larger audiences. Those professional magazines printed ex- 
pressly for the use of high school students furnish a still larger 
audience for ambitious writers. 

It is the hope of the editor that Essays Old and New will 
furnish many happy and profitable hours to teacher and pupil 
as they share the book. 


_1 See Guide to Reading, Annotated by High School Boys and Girls, 
Illinois Association of Teachers of English, Urbana, Ill. 


A NOTE TO PUPILS 


Ir is hoped that the present collection of essays will furnish 
you with a new and delightful literary adventure. Our early 
interests in reading cluster around the story. Action and 
narrative were essential in those early books. But our tastes 
change. Our literary tastes change no less than do our inter- 
ests in clothes, in entertainments, in sports, in persons. The 
years bring shifting likes and dislikes. Each one of us could 
write a very real and moving essay on ‘‘ My Changing Literary 
Tastes.” The essay demands more maturity in taste than 
does the short story, because its appeal is to cultured people. 
And the fact that you are in high school is proof that you 
have enough background for enjoying the study of these essays. 
Many boys and girls of your age have already expressed a 
liking for this collection. Every essay in the book won its 
place there because boys and girls in high schools all over the 
country said it should be included. 

You will be interested in this form of literature. Essayists 
write because they find pleasure in jotting down their opinions 
on all sorts of subjects, and they take the reader into their con- 
fidence. You are given an intimate revelation of the author’s 
mind. He shares with you his beliefs, doubts, loves, hates, 
prejudices, whims, superstitions, even his ignorance. 

Read the essays, then, for the interest in the material, and 
for what you can learn of the personality of the authors. 
Young people begin early to think seriously concerning life’s 
problems. You have already reflected with curiosity on many 
of the subjects concerning which these essayists have written. 
The authors of the essays included in this collection are 
people who possess a broader and a deeper knowledge of life 
than you have now, because they have lived more years, 
and have had more experience. They have interesting per- 
sonalities to reveal, and they are eager to share their experi- 
ences with their readers. Watch for the revelation of character 
as you read. How many of their experiences have been yours? 
And in this study, be alert to the humor, to the happy expres- 
sions which make essays such delightful reading. 
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“Tis the good reader that makes the good book,” says 
Emerson, so you should bring to your reading of these essays 
all of your interest, all of your background of literary and 
historical reference. Bring to class your sense of the ludi- 
crous, your appreciation of the humorous, for many a laugh 
lurks in these pages. Enjoyment in the way a thing is said, 
pleasure in the beautiful relation between thought and its 
expression, comes to those who learn to read essays. And the 
things we value most come to us with effort. Become sensitive 
to the style of the author. Without a charming style the 
essay would be poor reading. The humor may be sly and 
subtle, so be alert and alive to discover it. 

You have learned ere this that one of the greatest pleasures 
in the enjoyment of a book lies in sharing it with friends. The 
class discussions will furnish abundant opportunities for this 
common enjoyment. You should welcome the privilege of 
being a contributor to this round table. 

Suggestive questions have been included to provoke thought, 
to stimulate discussion, and to connect your new reading with 
what you have already learned. It is always a source of 
pleasure to come upon references that are known and under- 
stood, “‘ where more is meant than meets the ear.” Do not 
let an occasional unfamiliar word or allusion mar your under- 
standing of the passage. Use the dictionary when it is neces- 
sary. 

Lists of essays for further reading have been placed in the 
book for your convenience, for once you have enjoyed an essay 
it is natural to wish to know more of the author and his work. 
““On bokes for to rede I me delyte,” said one of our wisest 
and most human writers, and if Essays Old and New makes 
you desire to read more widely, the book will have justified 
its place. To love good books is to be certain always of 
pleasure and entertainment. Dunsany, in writing of poetry, 
says: “ For what is it to hate poetry? It is to have no little 
dreams and fancies, no holy memories of golden days, to be 
unmoved by serene midsummer evenings or dawn over wild 
lands, singing or sunshine, little tales told by the fire a long 
while since, glowworms and briar-rose; for of all these and 
more is poetry made. It is to be cut off forever from the 
fellowship of great men that are gone; to see men and women 
without their haloes and the world without its glory; to miss 
the meaning lurking behind common things, like elves hiding 
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in flowers; it is to beat one’s hands all day against the gates 
of Fairyland, and to find that they are shut and the country 
empty and its kings gone hence.” And Dunsany might have 
said these things concerning essays, for with their imaginative 
touch and their personal revelation, they are akin to poetry. 
We shall miss all the lovely things he suggests, if we fail to 
enjoy the reading of essays. 

Finally, it is hoped that the essays will be an incentive for 
the writing of essays in miniature. You have already written 
little essays in your letters; the germs of essays are found in 
your conversation. All of us are essayists in bud. It is hoped 
that some of the suggested subjects for composition will put 
you in the mood where you will wish to write informally of 
some of your own interesting experiences and observations. 





INTRODUCTION 
THe Essay 


I. What is the Essay? 


The essay is one of the most popular forms of literature with 
thoughtful readers, and its popularity is steadily increasing. 
It is a short, informal prose discussion upon any subject which, 
for the moment, appeals to the essayist. Nothing is too slight, 
too trivial, too homely or common to engage his interest. 
Alexander Smith, in Dreamthorp, says of this literary form: 
“The essay writer has no lack of subject matter. He has the 
day that is passing over his head; and, if unsatisfied with that, 
he has the world’s six thousand years to depasture his gay or 
serious humor upon. I idle away my time here, and I am 
finding new subjects every hour. Everything I see or hear is 
an essay in bud. The world is everywhere whispering essays, 
and one need only be the world’s amanuensis.”’ And the essay 
has been written not only by masters of literature; all of us 
have attempted this form in our short informal themes, and in 
the letters that we write to our friends. 

The name comes from the French word essai, which means 
an attempt, an endeavor, a beginning. It has retained in 
English this original meaning. Irving’s Sketch Book has this 
example: “ Our first essay in travel to catch fish was along 
a mountain brook.’ Tennyson’s ‘‘Ode to Memory” has: 
“Thou needs must love thy first essay.” Mr. Robert Cortes 
Holliday’s last sentence in “ On Carrying a Cane” suggests 
the same meaning: “ This, of course, is the merest essay into 
this vast and significant subject.” The word has been used 
loosely to cover a wide variety of prose forms. Because it has 
been used with vagueness, it is difficult to define its limits. 

The essay is a brief prose composition which treats of one 
subject in such a way as to give free expression to the person- 
ality of the writer. The essayist offers the reader little in- 
tellectual excursions in which he opens up the subject but does 
not complete it. Concerning it, Mr. Christopher Morley says: 
“No matter how personal or trifling the topic may be, there is 

xvll 


Xvili Introduction 


always a tendency to generalize, to walk around the subject or 
the experience, and view it from several vantages. ... So an 
essay can never be more than an attempt, for it is an excur- 
sion into the endless.’”’ So in the reading of essays, one must 
not desire completeness. The opportunity, however, of be- 
coming better acquainted with the essayist is more than com- 
pensation for the things he neglects to include. In no form 
of literature may we come closer to the personality of the 
writer. 


Yl. The Essay Further Defined. 


Montaigne, a French gentleman of varied experience and 
delightful personality, who lived in the sixteenth century, first 
used the word essai to describe a certain form of literary com- 
position. And he employed the word in its original meaning: 
a trial, an attempt, an endeavor, an incomplete beginning. 
Other writers have used the term variously. Bacon, the first 
English essayist, states in his preface: “To write just treatises 
requireth leisure in the writer and leisure in the reader, . 
which is the cause that hath made me choose to write certain 
brief notes, set down rather significantly than curiously, which 
I have called essays.” 

The maker of the first English dictionary, Dr Johnson, 
gave this definition: “A loose sally of the mind; an irregular, 
undigested piece; not a regular and orderly performance.” 
Montaigne’s idea of incompleteness of treatment is repeated in 
Johnson’s statement. Webster’s New International Dictionary 
describes the essay as “a literary composition, analytical 
or interpretative in nature, dealing with its subject from a 
more or less limited or personal standpoint, and with one phase 
a subject rather than covering the entire scope of the 

eld. 

The modern conception of the essay is expressed by Mr. 
Edmund Gosse, in his treatment of this form in the Encyclo- 
pedia Britannica when he says: “As a form of literature, 
the essay is a composition of moderate length, usually in prose, 
which deals in an easy, cursory way with the external con- 
ditions of a subject, and, in strictness, with that subject only 
as it affects the writer.” The personality of the writer is here 
emphasized as in the preceding definition. Further, it sug- 
gests charm and naturalness of style, a quality not stressed in 
the earlier definitions. These statements, ranging from Mon- 
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taigne and Bacon in the sixteenth century, to the more recent 
treatment of the essay, suggest its growth and evolution. The 
form has changed since first the term was used, but the ma- 
terial of the essay is still as much enjoyed as it was in Mon- 
taigne’s day. 


Ill. Characteristics of the Essay. 


Certain characteristics common to the essay are suggested 
by these definitions. First, it is a prose treatment. Some- 
times a work in poetic form is given the name, as Pope’s 
“Essay on Criticism ” and his “ Essay on Man.” As used in 
this book, however, its common meaning is understood. It is 
a prose form. 

A second characteristic common in the essay is its brevity. 
The essayist gives a short treatment of his subject. It de- 
mands power of attention for a single sitting. Years ago the 
term was sometimes used to describe long and systematic treat- 
ments of a subject, as Locke’s “ Essay Concerning Human 
Understanding.” But today, like the short story, the essay is 
comparatively brief. 

A third distinguishing mark of the essay is its incomplete 
treatment of the subject. It is not an exhaustive study; rather 
is it an experiment, a tentative consideration. It pretends 
neither to system nor completeness. A subject may be chosen, 
and only one phase of it be considered. The object of the 
essay is “ merely to open questions, to indicate points, to sug- 
gest cases, to sketch outlines.” Miss Repplier announces “ A 
Kitten ” for the title of an essay. One might, under this 
general topic, jot down a thousand and one phases of the sub- 
ject. Miss Repplier gives us no laborious or scientific treat- 
ment. Instead, she introduces us to a charming cat family 
sojourning for a time in her closet, and no one who loves cats, 
can fail to cherish Nero and Agrippina, for they are delightful 
personalities. Mr. Kenneth Grahame selects the cryptic title, 
“The Magic Ring,” which might mean many things. But he 
disregards all other magic rings for the sawdust ring, and his 
essay pictures with rare sympathy and understanding the heart 
of youth and its joy in the circus. So one must not expect 
to find a subject exhausted in the essay. 

A fourth characteristic of the essay is its distinctive style. 
Ease and familiarity are its virtues. The essayist must at all 
times attend to his style. Finish and mastery, charm and 
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naturalness mark this literary form. How a thing is said is 
equally important with what is said. In tone it may be seri- 
ous, witty, rhetorical, satirical, light. Often the real charm 
of the essay lies in its dress. The accomplished essayist has 
a unique style different from that of other writers. We read 
Lamb and Bacon and Hearn with pleasure, yet each one 
charms us differently. Each has his peculiar and distinctive 
fascination. Each man has acquired a different style; the tone 
and temper of each is varied. 

Further, all essays have a cultured, aristocratic flavor. 
They are addressed to cultivated, leisurely, and tranquil per- 
sons. The essayist is usually a man of scholarly tastes, mature 
in his wisdom, sound in his judgments. He is fond of literary 
allusion and illustration. “ Literary echoing” is frequently 
found within the pages of an essay. The miracle of reading 
many books when there is only one before the eyes takes place 
each day. And the reader must understand and follow these 
references or else there is pleasure lost. When we read Steven- 
son’s “ An Apology for Idlers,” we must know Falstaff, Colonel 
Newcomb, Pharaoh, Joan of Arc, Shakespeare, and Sir Thomas 
Lucy if we understand all that the author wished to communi- 
cate. When Stevenson, in the same essay, says, “‘ Atlas was 
just a gentleman with a protracted nightmare,” he recalls for 
us the whole biography of Atlas. When in speaking of pleas- 
ures he says, “‘ Like the quality of mercy they are not strained, 
-and they are twice blest,” he assumes that we know The 
Merchant of Venice. 

Essayists are masters of distinctive and charming prose. 
“An essayist without style is a contradiction in terms.” 
Always is the style artistic, and always have masters of this 
form cherished a unique and individual manner of expression. 
Alexander Smith, in Dreamthorp, discussed the style of 
Montaigne and Bacon thus: “ Not only is the thinking differ- 
ent —the manner of setting forth the thinking is different 
also. We despair of reaching the thought, we despair equally 
of reaching the language. We can no more bring back their 
turns of sentence than we can bring back their tournaments, 
Montaigne, in his serious moods, has a curiously rich and 
intricate eloquence; and Bacon’s sentence bends beneath the 
weight of his thought, like a branch beneath the weight of its 
fruit. Bacon seems to have written his essays with Shake- 
speare’s pen.” DeQuincey writes: “ An essayist should make 
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every sentence sparkle; he is never permitted to be a dull or 
slovenly workman. He should be always at his best; for the 
narrow limit within which the essayist works demands superior 
merit in the performance.” It is artistic in form, a literary 
unit, and if it is handled with charm and finish, it takes its 
place in the permanent literature of the world. 

In this discussion of style, a caution should be voiced. Sin- 
cerity must never be sacrificed for style and polish. With 
some writers the desire to be too clever, too quaint, is strong, 
and some essayists yield to this tendency. When the essay 
lacks sincerity and the tone of candor, its charm has fled. In 
frankness lies the fascination of the personal essay. Lamb was 
courageous and sincere; he never posed. A lesser spirit might 
have feared to write freely and frankly of his poverty, of his 
family. But because Lamb was in perfect sympathy with his 
reader and trusted him, he gave freely and sincerely intimate 
confidences to us. This candor has given him the highest 
rank in the familiar essay. 

A fifth characteristic of this literary form is its strong 
personal tone. Probably in this lies its greatest claim to dis- 
tinction. Always is the essay a personal revelation of the 
author. We are given his whims, his hobbies, his opinions 
upon every possible kind of subject. His mood may be serious 
or trivial, grave or humorous, but we see the subject only as it 
is reflected through his eyes. The essayist is always personal, 
partly autobiographical. He sings of himself. The essay in 
prose corresponds to the lyric in poetry; it is an expression of 
subjective emotion. The writer says: “I think; I feel; I 
grieve; I joy; I scorn; I exult; I love.” This personal, indi- 
vidual point of view is its distinguishing feature. It is a 
literary form devoted to self-revelation of the writer. “ The 
perfection of the familiar essay is a conscious revelation of 
self done inadvertently.” Montaigne, Bacon, Lamb, and 
Stevenson reveal interesting personalities turned on any num-~ 
ber of subjects. And it is the man who arouses our interest 
finally, rather than the material he offers us. We know essay- 
ists as we become acquainted with no other writers. 

And it must be clearly recognized that the essayist shows 
perfect good taste when he writes thus freely of himself. In 
countless ways in our everyday conversation we speak of our- 
selves and of the things which interest us. If this is done 
with modesty and truthfulness, there is no offense. Stevenson 
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tells us that more than half of all talkable subjects of conver- 
sation may be reduced to three: “ That I am I; that you are 
you; and that there are other people dimly understood to be 
not quite the same as either.” As with us, so the essayist 
has freedom in speaking of himself. Again to quote Alexander 
Smith: “A modest, truthful man speaks better about himself 
than about anything else, and on that subject his speech is 
likely to be most profitable to his hearers. Certainly, there 
is no subject with which he is better acquainted, and on 
which he has a better title to be heard.” And the charm of 
the essay lies in this pleasant egotism. We learn the whims, 
the foibles, and the prejudices of the writer. We enter into 
all of his moods. We become his intimate friend, for he shares 
with us the secrets of his mind and heart. Mr. William Allen 
White has unlocked his heart in the moving and tender revela- 
tion of poignant grief expressed in “ Mary White.” Steven- 
son reveals his fine and buoyant attitude towards life and 
towards living in ‘‘ Aes Triplex.” And as we read this essay 
we know better this brave spirit who faced life and death 
courageously. 

And finally, the essay must be a literary whole. It may be 
brief; it may not exhaust the subject, yet there must be a 
completeness in the author’s treatment of his subject. The 
reader must feel the unity of its handling, and must recognize 
an underlying organization. It may be strictly planned, or it 
may digress and ramble, but it must be a literary whole. 


IV. The Essay Resembles Conversation. 


The essay resembles good conversation. Good talk glances 
from one subject to another with no apparent method. Con- 
versation may be entirely serious or wholly humorous, or it 
may be serious and humorous by turns. So it is with the 
essay. Some writers of this literary form are usually dig- 
nified and serious; others are humorous and light. And 
there are those who combine the two elements in delight- 
ful mixture. Bacon approached his subjects in serious mood, 
and he treated them with majestic dignity. It has been said 
that he seems to write with his ermine on. Mr. Stephen Lea- 
cock, even though he may have chosen some important and 
fundamental truth, approaches it in a spirit of fun and satire, 
He has a profound idea in his comparison of English and 
American universities contained in “ Oxford as I See It,” but 
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he handles it humorously. Lamb was a master in the mingling 
of humor and pathos. A delightful example of this is found 
in “Old China,” while “ Dream Children” reveals Lamb’s 
delicacy and pathos. 

Montaigne recognized the kinship of the essay to good con- 
versation. His comment is so sane and shrewd that it must 
be given in its entirety: “It is a natural, simple and unaffected 
speech that I love, so written as it is spoken, and such upon 
the paper as it is in the mouth, a pithy, sinewy, full, strong, 
compendious, and material speech, not so delicate and affected 
as vehement and piercing — rather difficult than tedious, void 
of affection, free, loose, and bold, so that every member of it 
seems to make a body; not pedantical, nor friar-like, nor 
lawyer-like but rather downright soldier-like. I decided to 
walk with my pen as I go with my feet, and let my mind move 
with its own natural step, not the steps of the dancing school 
or as those who leap on horseback because they are not strong 
enough in their legs to march on foot. The titles of my 
chapters embrace not always the matter, they often but glance 
at it by some mark.” 

Like the conversationalist, too, the essayist may select a sub- 
ject and then spend most of his time in the discussion of 
apparently unrelated things. Bypaths are dear to both. The 
essay may be rambling, for the assigned title is not always 
important. Mr. Gilbert Chesterton’s “On Running After 
One’s Hat ” is a charming example of this. He first touches 
upon floods in London and romantic views of inconveniences 
before he comes to his subject After devoting two paragraphs 
to the sport of pursuing one’s hat, he digresses, discussing the 
proper attitude towards some other minor frictions of life. 
Lamb begins “ Old China” with a statement concerning his 
interest in old china, but he soon drifts into memories of his 
early days of poverty. He lives again those days of youth 
and happiness shared with his sister. The closing paragraphs 
echo once more old china, but there is a spirit and emotion in 
the essay which gives it unity of mood. The essayist may 
select any subject; cannibals, sundials, shower-baths, noses, 
gas lamps, solitude, or journeys may intrigue his interest for 
a time and his written observations on such varied themes 
become essays. And from his announced subject he may 
wander far. But each writes of himself, and so, in spite of 
digressions, the essayist conforms to the laws of this type. 


XXIV Introduction 


He has no obligation to his subject once he has the inspiration 
from it. 

The purpose of the essayist is varied. Like the talker, he 
may have a serious intent, or he may have no reason for 
writing other than the sheer love of self-expression. He may 
try to provoke thought in the reader; he may attempt to con- 
vince; he may write merely to please. The mere act of com- 
position may have given him pleasure, and he is glad to share 
his enthusiasm with the reader. The tone may be light and 
trivial, for the essayist does not aim to dispense knowledge, to 
inform, or to teach. His purpose is rather to delight his read- 
ers and to stimulate thought. Great truths may be presented 
in this attractive dress. 


V. The Subject Matter of the Essay. 


The essayist enjoys a freedom denied the dramatist, the 
novelist, or the writer of short stories. Subjects suitable to 
drama do not lend themselves to the restrictions of the novel 
and the short story. And all too frequently a great novel fails 
to conform to the laws of the drama. All of us have seen poor 
plays on the stage or screen made from successful novels. 
Dramatized novels and novelized dramas are frequently fail- 
ures. The essayist, however, has no limitations in the selec- 
tion of his subject matter. He is not cabined, cribbed, or 
confined in his choice of appropriate themes. Anything inter- 
esting or unusual which provokes his interest or curiosity is 
matter enough for his essay. ‘‘ Anything is grist which comes 
to his mill.” And no matter what his mood or his attitude 
towards his theme, he must jot down his ideas, and the world 
is richer by one essay. Scanning the table of contents of any 
collection of essays reveals the rich variety of subjects which 
may be treated. From the essays included in this book we 
find the serious treatment of great problems: “ Independence,” 
*€ Self-Reliance,” “‘ The New Freedom,” “ Aes Triplex,” ‘“‘ The 
Strenuous Life.” Reading, “the greatest of all indoor sports,” 
is discussed in ‘“ My Silent Servants” and in “ Translating 
Literature into Life.” Our international relations are con- 
sidered in “ American and Briton,” while a noteworthy experi- 
ment in living alone is recorded in “ Where I Lived and What 
I Lived For.” Our interest in composition, in expressing our 
thoughts in writing, is charmingly discussed in the essay, “ To 
be Read Only by Serious Stupid Persons.” The wide variety 
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of material appealing to the essayist is revealed in this col- 
lection, for we find treatments of such subjects as roast pig, 
unanswering letters, kittens, canes, book agents, telephones, 
doors, baseball, and talk. The essayist is limited only by his 
interests, and they may compass all of life. 


VI. History of the Essay. 


Although its greatest growth and development has come 
since 1580, the essay is an ancient form of literature. Plutarch 
wrote essays in Greek. Cicero and Seneca used this form in 
Latin, and gave us treatments on life, patriotism, duty, death, 
friendship, old age, and immortality. Hebrew literature fur- 
nishes examples of this type. Ecclesiastes, Exodus, and Judges 
contain proverbs and clusters of proverbs which are nothing 
less than essays on subjects which deal with the problems of 
life — friendship, wisdom, pride, gossip, vengeance, and 
punishment. Moulton defines the Biblical essay as “a num- 
ber of miscellaneous thoughts collected around a common 
theme.” These early writings, however, were not given the 
name essay. “‘ The word is late, though the thing is ancient.” 

In 1580 Montaigne published his first two volumes of Essais. 
In 1588 a third edition was issued. Montaigne was a French- 
man of rank and means. He had been influential in public 
affairs, but before he was forty, he retired from active life and 
spent his days in quiet and contemplation and reading. The 
following quotations from his preface suggest that the reader 
must not expect important material. He says: “I have pro- 
posed unto myself no other than a familiar and a private end: 
I have no respect or consideration at all, either to thy service 
or to my glory.” ‘“ Myself am the groundwork of my book. 
It is then no reason thou shouldst employ thy time about so 
frivolous and vain a subject.” In this preface Montaigne has 
outlined the form and set the tone of the familiar and informal 
essay. 

In Montaigne’s book we find the open and friendly comment 
of a shrewd, kindly and tolerant man on the experiences and 
happenings of life. There is no discoverable principle of 
arrangement. His essays are just good talk on any matter 
which pleases him. Such subjects as idleness, envy, smells, 
hands, thumbs, fortune, cannibals, liars, names, and virtues 
have challenged his passing interest. Ns 

Thus early, Montaigne outlined the plan for this literary 
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form; he gave it a name; he demonstrated its possibilities in 
his charming essays. He is still regarded as its master, for 
essayists who followed him have acknowledged their debt to 
him. Bacon, Lamb, Hazlitt, and Stevenson pay glad homage 
to his genius. 

When Montaigne’s works were translated into English, their 
influence was immediate. The best translation is that of John 
Florio. Even before these French essays were published in the 
English language, Bacon used the word essays for the title of 
a book which contained brief prose statements of serious sub- 
jects. These essays were published in 1597. Later he issued 
other editions, and in 1625, Essays, Counsels Civil and Moral 
appeared. These essays were on general and serious subjects, 
such as studies, riches, love, truth. There were sixty of 
these brief treatments, ranging in length from two to ten 
pages. Bacon’s essays are just as truly a reflection of his 
mind as are Montaigne’s, for Bacon saw all things in a cold, 
dry, intellectual light. The affable and human quality of 
Montaigne is lacking. It is interesting to know that Bacon’s 
monumental life work, scientific and philosophical treatises in 
fifteen large volumes, has been forgotten. His books lie dusty 
on the shelves. Only his essays are read today. His short, 
terse sayings, packed full of thought, are aphoristic and 
proverbial in style. The wise and prudent gentleman, who 
measured success in life by material prosperity, breathes in 
these pages. His sound maxims have worldly wisdom as their 
keynote. 

Although much of the subject matter of the seventeenth 
century is of the essay spirit and flavor, Montaigne and Bacon 
had little influence upon seventeenth century writers. The 
form of the essay was not carefully developed. There is little 
in this period to interest the young reader. Mature students, 
who are interested in the development of the essay, are 
delighted to pore over the works of Thomas Fuller, Sir Thomas 
Browne, Izaak Walton, and Abraham Cowley. Of these men 
Cowley wrote with most distinction. 

The development of the essay in the eighteenth century is 
closely associated with the rise of periodical literature. How 
difficult for us to imagine living today without newspaper and 
magazine! Yet as late as 1688 in England there was neither 
magazine nor newspaper. The eighteenth century was a period 
of strenuous social activity. The tavern and the coffee house 
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flourished. Englishmen were becoming interested in them- 
selves, and they met in the coffee houses for converse. This 
interesting talk was put on paper, little sheets were circulated, 
and Englishmen had a new interest, the current magazine. 
These sheets contained a review of the news, and a short story 
or editorial. In 1709, Richard Steele published the Tatler, a 
large sheet printed on both sides and issued once a week, 
Later, Joseph Addison helped his friend Steele. After a time 
the Tatler was discontinued, and these two men established the 
Spectator in 1711. It was first issued three times a week, 
later, as a daily. The paper did not treat politics seriously. 
An essay and some advertisements were included always. The 
editors discussed a wide range of topics; for example: slang, 
duelling, Italian opera, education, courtship, marriage, treat- 
ment of servants, style in women’s dress. These essays 
brought to public attention some wrong or folly to be corrected. 
In purpose, they are similar to the editorial of today. Be- 
havior and customs were criticized. Addison and Steele 
roamed about London, noting matters for comment. There 
were 555 numbers of this magazine published. These men 
have had many imitators. 

Other men in this period aided in the development of this 
form. In 1704, Defoe, author of Robinson Crusoe, began 
a journal. In addition to news from Europe, he ran an essay 
or editorial. Dryden wrote prefaces to his dramatic and 
poetic works, in which he explained his literary principles and 
methods, thus establishing a form for the critical essay. 
Samuel Johnson, the famous lexicographer, wrote ponderous 
and lengthy essays on literary criticism, which are little read 
today. His periodicals, the Rambler and the Idler, en- 
couraged this literary form. Goldsmith, late in this period, 
wrote his charming “ Citizen of the World” series. He used 
an old idea, but his own delightful personality so fills the pages 
that the essays are distinctive. He employed the device of 
having a Chinese gentleman who visits England write shrewd 
and pointed criticisms of the things he has observed. Gold- 
smith employed much narrative, as did Addison and Steele. 

The nineteenth century contributed much to the advance 
of the essay. Newspapers and periodicals developed rapidly, 
and furnished a reading public for rising young essayists. 
Contributors were paid liberally, for there was much rivalry 
between these publications. Personal essays, and those of 
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critical and descriptive merit, were popular with the public. 
Lamb, DeQuincey, Macaulay, Hazlitt, and Hunt wrote for 
these journals. Such magazines as the Edinburgh Review, 
the Quarterly Review, Blackwood’s Magazine, and the London 
Magazine encouraged the growth of this literary form. Steven- 
son’s essays first appeared in the Cornhill Magazine, and later, 
Scribner’s introduced them to American readers. Dr. Van 
Dyke’s essays have appeared in the same publication. The 
Atlantic first introduced The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table 
to Holmes’s admirers. 

Lamb is the chief master of the English familiar essay. He 
is individual, personal, whimsical, and imaginative. He was a 
wide reader, and his mind retained out-of-the-way facts. He 
loved the past. Life and human beings interested him. But 
the most important of all the qualities which favored his 
success aS an essayist is his sound judgment and essential 
wisdom. ‘“ The evidences of this wisdom are to be met with 
everywhere. It is the essence of Lamb’s criticism. No one 
but a man endowed with the very genius of common sense 
could have been so uniformly right as he.” Lamb’s essays 
breathe a sound philosophy of life, and are filled with shrewd 
wisdom mixed with humor and wit. He is the best beloved of 
our essayists, the “ more nearly unique.”” Canon Ainger says: 
“Thoroughly to enjoy Charles Lamb, one must come to enter- 
tain a feeling towards him almost like personal affection. . . . 
It is necessary to come to the study of his writings in entire 
truthfulness, and having cast aside all prejudice.” In all his 
““whim-whams,” his quaint words and antique phrases, his 
charming comparisons, it is always Lamb, the man, we enjoy. 
His sympathy was universal. 

As Lamb was distinguished for his sympathy, DeQuincey 
brought imagination to the essay, Carlyle, high moral purpose 
and seriousness, and Macaulay, a clear and forceful style. 
Macaulay developed the critical essay, or the book review. 
This consisted of a description of the book, followed by a 
discussion of the subject suggested by the book. Stevenson, 
a little later, viewed the essay as a recreation. He jotted down 
his worth-while interests and his observations on life. 

_ In America the essay has developed parallel with the Eng- 
lish essay. Irving’s Sketch Book was modeled after Addi- 
son’s Spectator papers and it was as popular in England as 
in America. Emerson, like Bacon, used the aphoristic form. 
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He emphasized the sentence rather than the whole composition. 
His revelations of truth came to him one at a time, and thus the 
sentence was his unit of thought. Thoreau lived his unique 
life, solitary and original, and he wrote like no one else. 
He combined the serious and familiar in his essays. Holmes 
was a master in the free and intimate conversational essay. 
He wrote as he talked. All these men gave charming revela- 
tions of personality in their writings. Their characters were 
worth revealing, and they have loyal and devoted readers on 
both sides of the Atlantic. 


VII. Relation of the Essay to Other Literary Types. 


Because the essay has always evidenced a strong interest in 
character and personality, it has had influence upon literary 
forms in which character is an important element. The mod- 
ern novel has been influenced by the essay. It is a fusion 
of essay and story. George Eliot combined the terse power of 
epigram with the creation of a story, and this union produced 
a novelist. She might easily have been an essayist. The 
essay is like the familiar letter, it is the “ direct exposure of 
the man behind the book.” It is subjective, personal, full of 
gossip and of self-revelation. Dialogue and story are used in 
this literary form. The border line between the essay and the 
short story is sometimes slight, as in Mr. Heywood Broun’s 
“The Fifty-First Dragon.” Often the narrative essay has 
some serious purpose behind the story, as in Mr. Stephen 
Leacock’s ‘“‘ Hoodoo McFiggin’s Christmas.” Mr. Chris- 
topher Morley says: “ The essay is a mood rather than a form} 
the frontier between the essay and the short story is as imper- 
ceptible as is at present the once famous Mason and Dixon 
line. Indeed, in that pleasant lowland country between the 
two empires lie (to my way of thinking) some of the most 
fertile fields of prose —fiction that expresses feeling and 
character rather than action and plot; fiction beautifully 
ripened by the lingering mild sunshine of the essayist’s mood.” 
The essay is of the literature of personality; it resembles the 
lyric in its expression of personal emotion. The biography, 
the novel, and the short story all have some common ground 
with the essay. 
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VIII. Types of Essays. 


There will always be variety in the classification of essays 
into types. The complexity of subjects and the wide variety 
of their treatment give a scope to the essay which makes classi- 
fication difficult. Following are some divisions which may 
prove helpful to the student: 

1. Personal Essay. The personal or familiar essay aims 
primarily to entertain. It reveals the personality of the 
writer. Montaigne says: “It is myself I portray.” Thack- 
eray, Hazlitt, Lamb, and Stevenson are masters of this type. 

2. Descriptive Essay. ‘The descriptive essay may deal with 
a variety of subjects, nature, animals, things. In the ex- 
position, however, one is always conscious of the author, of 
what he thinks and of what he interprets as well as of what 
he sees. 

3. Character Sketch. This name defines itself. Here are 
we interested in man, not alone in his physical appearance, but 
in the spirit, the soul, the character, and the personality of the 
man. And the man may exist in actual life, or he may be a 
creature of the essayist’s imagination. 

4. Critical Essay. ‘The critical essay has some work of art 
for its subject. Music, painting, or literature may engross the 
attention of the essayist. Young people are likely to be most 
familiar with literary criticism, or the book review. The 
writer may give unbiased and clear judgment upon the work 
in question. He may show the relation of the book to the 
subject in general. He may relate this book to the other 
works of the author. The reviewer should possess insight and 
sound critical judgment. The criticism may be written by an 
authority on the subject, who perchance knows more about the 
field than the author. We gain from the critical essay a 
knowledge about the work in question, and in addition, the 
praise or blame of the author. 

5. Editorial Essay. These expository and editorial treat- 
ments present ideals. They may be written under strong feel- 
ing, with deep conviction. Their aim is to influence public 
opinion. The editorial writer * has something to say, and he 
knows how to say it. When the article aims solely to guide 
opinion, it is not an essay in the true sense. 


1 Consult Writing of Today, Cunliffe & Lomer, The Century Com- 
pany. 
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6. Reflective Essay. The reflective essay is usually serious 
in tone. The essayist has thought deeply upon certain great 
questions touching life, and he offers his convictions and 
philosophy to his readers. The subjects may be abstract, such 
as life, death, studies, character, self-reliance. Galsworthy 
considered seriously the relation of two kindred races in 
“ American and Briton.” Emerson pondered on one funda- 
mental quality of character in “ Self-Reliance.” 

The above six classifications form the organization of a 
recent book of essays.t Other divisions are the didactic or 
philosophical, the biographical or historical, the religious, and 
the imaginative essays. The student will find interest and 
profit in attempting to classify the essays he reads under some 
of these heads. 


1 Types of the Essay, Heydrick, Scribner’s, 








“ An essayist is not a mighty traveler. He does not run to 
grapple with a roaring lion. He desires neither typhoon nor 
tempest. He is content in his harbor to listen to the storm 
upon the rocks if now and then by lucky chance, he can shelter 
someone from the wreck. His hands are not red with revolt 
against the world. He has glanced upon the thoughts of 
many men; and as opposite philosophies point upon the truth, 
he is modest with his own and tolerant of the opinion of 
others. He looks at the stars and, knowing in what a dim 
immensity we travel, he writes of little things beyond dispute. 
There are enough to weep upon the shadows; he, like the 
dial, marks the light. The small clatter of the city beneath 
his window, the cry of peddlers, children chalking their games 
upon the pavement, laundry dancing on the roofs and smoke 
in the winter’s wind — these are the things he weaves into the 
fabric of his thoughts. Or sheep upon the hillside —if his 
window is so lucky—or a sunny meadow, is a profitable 
speculation. An essay, therefore, cannot be writ hurriedly 
upon the knee.” 


CHARLEs S. Brooks, “ Hints to Pilgrims ” 


ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON 


Fortunate the boy or girl who comes early upon the writings of Robert 
Louis Stevenson (1850-1894). For the young and really adventurous 
there waits the imperishable Treasure Island, with its sinister villain, 
Long John Silver, and that perfect sea-chanty, “ Yo-ho, and a bottle of 
rum!” For the older and more sophisticated who no longer wish to 
Tun away to sea and meet the pirates on the Spanish main, but take 
their adventure soberly, on the Continent of Europe for example, there 
lie ready Travels with a Donkey and An Inland Voyage. And there- 
after a whole series of narratives of travel in America, in the South 
Seas, and elsewhere. Further, when come the romantic and melancholy 
dreams of adolescence, these can be stimulated with The New Arabian 
Nights in company with Prince Florizel and the Suicide Club. And 
still the treasure-store of Stevenson’s entertainment remains far from 
exhausted. Dr. Jekyll beckons for a cold and lonely night to thrill 
the reader with the creepy way in which he transforms himself into Mr. 
Hyde, but in this story the eerie must not be allowed to conceal the 
allegory. And beyond are still more stories and essays, all penned with 
the same frail charm. 

For Stevenson was a frail and charming man who put his predominant 
characteristics into what he wrote. A delicate constitution was ill- 
treated by privation, and quickly disease leaped into the breach. Born 
and brought up in that most charming of gray old towns, Edinburgh, 
this charming and gray young man became a wanderer as soon as he 
could, and finally died an exile in Samoa of the South Seas, far, far 
away indeed from the old folks at home. He was only forty-four. 

His father was well-off, but Robert Louis wanted to support himself, 
and in his struggle to achieve such self-support he found the pen a 
stern taskmaster, particularly when he first stayed in the United States. 
But he certainly extracted from journeys and new scenery all the joy 
they had to give to him; he loved idling and moving from one place 
to another, not in conventional Pullmans or in monstrous steamships, 
but gently on a donkey or in a canal barge. It was during his Inland 
Voyage (in the barge) that—he was twenty-eight then—he met the 
American woman ten years his senior who was to become his wife. 
There was a genuine Stevensonian touch about that meeting. Darkness 
had fallen ere he reached the house in the thick and mighty Forest of 
Fontainebleau, and as he marched into the patch of lamplight that came 
through the living-room window, he beheld her seated inside. Here was 
love at first sight. 

But she was married, and they parted. Later he was in Scotland 
when he learned that she was ill, six thousand miles away in San Fran- 
cisco, and forthwith he crossed the Atlantic to be at her side, going steer- 
age because he could afford no better. Her husband died, and they were 
married. With her Stevenson lived for a time at Bournemouth, on the 
English South Coast, but that being yet too inclement for him, they 
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eventually set out for Samoa whence he was not to return. His remains 
lie buried at the summit of a knoll in that coral isle. , 

The two accompanying essays well express aspects of Stevenson’s 
pensive philosophy. 


An Apology for Idlers * 
(1877) 


BosweEtt: We grow weary when idle. 

Jounson: That is, Sir, because others being busy, we want company, 
but if we were idle, there would be no growing weary; we should all 
entertain one another. 


Just now, when every one is bound, under pain of a decree in 
absence convicting them of /ése-respectability, to enter on 
some lucrative profession, and labor therein with something not 
far short of enthusiasm, a cry from the opposite party who are 
content when they have enough, and like to look on and enjoy 
in the meanwhile, savors a little of bravado and gasconade. 
And yet this should not be. Idleness, so called, which does not 
consist in doing nothing, but in doing a great deal not recog- 
nized in the dogmatic formularies of the ruling class, has as 
good a right to state its position as industry itself. It is ad- 
mitted that the presence of people who refuse to enter in the 
great handicap race for sixpenny pieces, is at once an insult 
and a disenchantment for those who do. A fine fellow (as we 
see so many) takes his determination, votes for the sixpences, 
and in the emphatic Americanism, “ goes for” them. And 
while such a one is plowing distressfully up the road, it is not 
hard to understand his resentment, when he perceives cool 
persons in the meadows by the wayside, lying with a handker- 
chief over their ears and a glass at their elbow. Alexander is 
touched in a very delicate place by the disregard of Diogenes. 
Where was the glory of having taken Rome for these tumultu- 
ous barbarians, who poured into the Senate house, and found 
the Fathers sitting silent and unmoved by their success? It is 
a sore thing to have labored along and scaled the arduous hill- 
tops, and when all is done, find humanity indifferent to your 
achievement. Hence physicists condemn the unphysical; fin- 
anciers have only a superficial toleration for those who know 
little of stocks; literary persons despise the unlettered; and 
people of all pursuits combine to disparage those who have 
none. 
* Copyright by Charles Scribner’s Sons. 
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But though this is one difficulty of the subject, it is not the 
greatest. You could not be put in prison for speaking against 
industry, but you can be sent to Coventry for speaking like a 
fool. The greatest difficulty with most subjects is to do them 
well; therefore, please to remember this is an apology. It is 
certain that much may be judiciously argued in favor of dili- 
gence; only there is something to be said against it, and that 
is what, on the present occasion, I have to say. To state one 
argument is not necessarily to be deaf to all others, and that a 
man has written a book of travels in Montenegro, is no reason 
why he should never have been to Richmond. 

It is surely beyond a doubt that people should be a good 
deal idle in youth. For though here and there a Lord Macau- 
lay may escape from school honors with all his wits about him, 
most boys pay so dear for their medals that they never after- 
ward have a shot in their locker, and begin the world bankrupt. 
And the same holds true during all the time a lad is educating 
himself, or suffering others to educate him. It must have been 
a very foolish old gentleman who addressed Johnson at Oxford 
in these words: “ Young man, ply your book diligently now, 
and acquire a stock of knowledge; for when years come upon 
you, you will find that poring upon books will be but an irk- 
some task.” The old gentleman seems to have been unaware 
that many other things besides reading grow irksome, and not 
a few become impossible, by the time a man has to use spec- 
tacles and cannot walk without a stick. Books are good enough 
in their own way, but they are a mighty bloodless substitute 
for life. It seems a pity to sit, like the Lady of Shalott, peering 
into a mirror, with your back turned on all the bustle and 
glamour of reality. And if a man reads very hard, as the old 
anecdote reminds us, he will have little time for thoughts. 

If you look back on your own education, I am sure it will 
not be the full, vivid, instructive hours of truantry that you re- 
gret; you would rather cancel some lack-luster periods between 
sleep and waking in the class. For my own part, I have at- 
tended a good many lectures in my time. I still remember that 
the spinning of a top is a case of Kinetic Stability. I still 
remember that Emphyteusis is not a disease, nor Stillicide a 
crime. But though I would not willingly part with such scraps 
of science, I do not set the same store by them as by certain 
other odds and ends that I came by in the open street while I 
was playing truant. This is not the moment to dilate on that 
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mighty place of education, which was the favorite school of 
Dickens and of Balzac, and turns out yearly many inglorious 
masters in the Science of the Aspects of Life. Suffice it to say 
this: if a lad does not learn in the streets, it is because he has 
no faculty of learning. Nor is the truant always in the streets, 
for if he prefers, he may go out by the gardened suburbs into 
the country. He may pitch on some tuft of lilacs over a burn, 
and smoke innumerable pipes to the tune of the water on the 
stones. A bird will sing in the thicket. And there he may fall 
into a vein of kindly thought, and see things in a new perspec- 
tive. Why, if this be not education, what is? We may con- 
ceive Mr. Worldly Wiseman accosting such a one, and the con- 
versation that should thereupon ensue: — 

“ How, now, young fellow, what dost thou here? ” 

“ Truly, sir, I take mine ease.” 

“Ts this not the hour of the class? and should’st thou not 
be plying thy Book with diligence, to the end thou mayest ob- 
tain knowledge? ” 

“Nay, but thus also I follow after Learning, by your 
leave.” 

“Learning, quotha! After what fashion, I pray thee? Is 
it mathematics? ” 

“No, to be sure.” 

“Ts it metaphysics? ” 

“Nor that.” 

“Ts it some language? ” 

“Nay, it is no language.” 

“Ts it a trade? ” 

“Nor a trade neither.” 

“Why, then, what is’t? ” 

ie Indeed, sir, as a time may soon come for me to go upon 
Pilgrimage, I am desirous to note what is commonly done by 
persons in my case, and where are the ugliest Sloughs and 
Thickets on the Road; as also, what manner of Staff is of the 
best service. Moreover, I lie here, by this water, to learn by 
root-of-heart a lesson which my master teaches me to call 
Peace, or Contentment.” 

Hereupon Mr. Worldly Wiseman was much commoved with 
passion, and shaking his cane with a very threatful counte- 
nance broke forth upon this wise: ‘Learning, quotha! ” said 
he; would have all such rogues scourged by the Hang- 
man 
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And so he would go his way, ruffling out his cravat with a 
crackle of starch, like a turkey when it spreads its feathers. 

Now this, of Mr. Wiseman’s, is the common opinion. A fact 
is not called a fact, but a piece of gossip, if it does not fall into 
one of your scholastic categories. An inquiry must be in some 
acknowledged direction, with a name to go by; or else you are 
not inquiring at all, only lounging; and the workhouse is too 
good for you. It is supposed that all knowledge is at the bottom 
of a well, or the far end of a telescope. Sainte-Beuve, as he grew 
older, came to regard all experience as a single great book, in 
which to study for a few years ere we go hence; and it seemed 
all one to him whether you should read in Chapter XX, which 
is the differential calculus, or in Chapter XX XIX, which is 
hearing the band play in the gardens. As a matter of fact, an 
intelligent person, looking out of his eyes and hearkening in his 
ears, with a smile on his face all the time, will get more true 
education than many another in a life of heroic vigils. There 
is certainly some chill and arid knowledge to be found upon the 
summits of formal and laborious science; but it is all round 
about you, and for the trouble of looking, that you will acquire 
the warm and palpitating facts of life. While others are filling 
their memory with a lumber of words, one-half of which they 
will forget before the week be out, your truant may learn some 
really useful art: to play the fiddle, to know a good cigar, or 
to speak with ease and opportunity to all varieties of men. 
Many who have “ plied their book diligently,” and know all 
about some one branch or another of accepted lore, come out 
of the study with an ancient and owl-like demeanor, and prove 
dry, stockish, and dyspeptic in all the better and brighter parts 
of life. Many make a large fortune, who remain underbred 
and pathetically stupid to the last. And meantime there goes 
the idler, who began life along with them — by your leave, a 
different picture. He has had time to take care of his health 
and his spirits; he has been a great deal in the open air, which 
is the most salutary of all things for both body and mind; and 
if he has never read the great Book in very recondite places, 
he has dipped into it and skimmed it over to excellent purpose. 
Might not the student afford some Hebrew roots, and the busi- 
ness man some of his half-crowns, for a share of the idler’s 
knowledge of life at large, and Art of Living? Nay, and the 
idler has another and more important quality than these. I 
mean his wisdom. He who has much looked on at the childish 
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satisfaction of other people in their hobbies will regard his own 
with only a very ironical indulgence. He will not be heard 
among the dogmatists. He will have a great and cool allow- 
ance for all sorts of people and opinions. If he finds no out- 
of-the-way truths, he will identify himself with no very burning 
falsehood. His way takes him along a byroad, not much fre- 
quented, but very even and pleasant, which is called Common- 
place Lane, and leads to the Belvedere of Common-sense. 
Thence he shall command an agreeable, if no very noble pros- 
pect; and while others behold the East and West, the Devil 
and the Sunrise, he will be contentedly aware of a sort of morn- 
ing hour upon all sublunary things, with an army of shadows 
running speedily and in many different directions into the great 
daylight of Eternity. The shadows and the generations, the 
shrill doctors and the plangent wars, go by into ultimate silence 
and emptiness; but underneath all this, a man may see, out of 
the Belvedere windows, much green and peaceful landscape; 
many firelit parlors; good people laughing, drinking, and mak- 
ing love as they did before the Flood or the French Revolution; 
and the old shepherd telling his tale under the hawthorn. 
Extreme busyness, whether at school or college, kirk or 
market, is a symptom of deficient vitality; and a faculty for 
idleness implies a catholic appetite and a strong sense of per- 
sonal identity. There is a sort of dead-alive, hackneyed people 
about, who are scarcely conscious of living except in the exer- 
cise of some conventional occupation. Bring these fellows into 
the country, or set them aboard ship, and you will see how they 
_ pine for their desk or their study. They have no curiosity; 
they cannot give themselves over to random provocations; they 
do not take pleasure in the exercise of their faculties for its 
own sake; and unless Necessity lays about them with a stick, 
they will even stand still. It is no good speaking to such 
folk: they cannot be idle, their nature is not generous enough; 
and they pass those hours in a sort of coma, which are not 
dedicated to furious moiling in the gold-mill. When they do 
not require to go to the office, when they are not hungry and 
have no mind for drink, the whole breathing world is a blank 
to them. If they have to wait an hour or so for a train, they 
fall into a stupid trance with their eyes open. To see them, 
you would suppose there was nothing to look at and no one to 
speak with; you would imagine they were paralyzed or alien- 
ated; and yet very possibly they are hard workers in their own 
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way, and have good eyesight for a flaw in a deed or a turn of 
the market. They have been to school and college, but all the 
time they had their eye on the medal; they have gone about in 
the world and mixed with clever people, but all the time they 
were thinking of their own affairs. As if a man’s soul were 
not too small to begin with, they have dwarfed and narrowed 
theirs by a life of all work and no play; until here they are at 
forty, with a listless attention, a mind vacant of all material of 
amusement, and not one thought to rub against another while 
they wait for the train. Before he was breeched, he might 
have clambered on the boxes; when he was twenty, he would 
have stared at the girls; but now the pipe is smoked out, the 
snuffbox empty, and my gentleman sits bolt upright upon a 
bench, with lamentable eyes. This does not appeal to me as 
being Success in Life. 

But it is not only the person himself who suffers from his 
busy habits, but his wife and children, his friends and relations, 
and down to the very people he sits with in a railway carriage 
or an omnibus. Perpetual devotion to what a man calls his 
business is only to be sustained by perpetual neglect of many 
other things. And it is not by any means certain that a man’s 
business is the most important thing he has to do. To an im- 
partial estimate it will seem clear that many of the wisest, most 
virtuous, and most beneficent parts that are to be played upon 
the Theater of Life are filled by gratuitous performers, and 
pass, among the world at large, as phases of idleness. For in 
that Theater, not only the walking gentleman, singing cham- 
bermaids, and diligent fiddlers in the orchestra, but those who 
look on and clap their hands from the benches, do really play 
a part and fulfill important offices toward the general result. 
You are no doubt very dependent on the care of your lawyer 
and stockbroker, of the guards and signalmen who convey you 
rapidly from place to place, and the policemen who walk the 
streets for your protection; but is there not a thought of grati- 
tude in your heart for certain other benefactors who set you 
smiling when they fall in your way, or season your dinner with 
good company? Colonel Newcome helped to lose his friend’s 
money; Fred Bayham had an ugly trick of borrowing shirts; 
and yet they were better people to fall among than Mr. Barnes. 
And though Falstaff was neither sober nor very honest, I think 
I could name one or two long-faced Barabbases whom the 
world could better have done without. Hazlitt mentions that 
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he was more sensible of obligation to Northcote, who had 
never done him anything he could call a service, than to his 
whole circle of ostentatious friends; for he thought a good com- 
panion emphatically the greatest benefactor. I know there are 
people in the world who cannot feel grateful unless the favor 
has been done them at the cost of pain and difficulty. But 
this is a churlish disposition. A man may send you six sheets 
of letter-paper covered with the most entertaining gossip, or 
you may pass half an hour pleasantly, perhaps profitably, over 
an article of his; do you think the service would be greater, if 
he had made the manuscript in his heart’s blood, like a com- 
pact with the devil? Do you really fancy you should be more 
beholden to your correspondent, if he had been damning you 
all the while for your importunity? Pleasures are more bene- 
ficial than duties because, like the quality of mercy, they are 
not strained, and they are twice blest. There must always be 
two to a kiss, and there may be a score in a jest; but wherever 
there is an element of sacrifice, the favor is conferred with pain, 
and, among generous people, received with confusion. There 
is no duty we so much underrate as the duty of being happy. 
By being happy, we sow anonymous benefits upon the world, 
which remain unknown even to ourselves, or when they are dis- 
closed, surprise nobody so much as the benefactor. The other 
day, a ragged, barefoot boy ran down the street after a marble, 
with so jolly an air that he set every one he passed into a good- 
humor; one of these persons, who had been delivered from 
more than usually black thoughts stopped the little fellow and 
gave him some money with this remark: “ You see what some- 
times comes of looking pleased.” If he had looked pleased be- 
fore, he had now to look both pleased and mystified. For my 
part, I justify this encouragement of smiling rather than tear- 
ful children; I do not wish to pay for tears anywhere but upon 
the stage; but I am prepared to deal largely in the opposite 
commodity. A happy man or woman is a better thing to find 
than a five-pound note. He or she is a radiating focus of 
good-will; and their entrance into a room is as though another 
candle had been lighted. We need not care whether they could 
prove the forty-seventh proposition; they do a better thing 
than that, they practically demonstrate the great Theorem of 
the Livableness of Life. Consequently, if a person cannot be 
happy without remaining idle, idle he should remain. It is a 
revolutionary precept; but thanks to hunger and the work- 
house, one not easily to be abused; and within practical limits, 
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it is one of the most incontestable truths in the whole Body of 
Morality. Look at one of your industrious fellows for a mo. 
ment, I beseech you. He sows hurry and reaps indigestion; 
he puts a vast deal of activity out to interest, and receives a 
large measure of nervous derangement in return. Either he 
absents himself entirely from all fellowship, and lives a recluse 
in a garret, with carpet slippers and a leaden inkpot; or he 
comes among people swiftly and bitterly, in a contraction of 
his whole nervous system, to discharge some temper before he 
returns to work. I do not care how much or how well he 
works, this fellow is an evil feature in other people’s lives. 
They would be happier if he were dead. They could easier 
do without his services in the Circumlocution Office, than they 
can tolerate his fractious spirits. He poisons life at the well- 
head. It is better to be beggared out of hand by a scapegrace 
nephew, than daily hagridden by a peevish uncle. 

And what, in God’s name, is all this pother about? For 
what cause do they embitter their own and other people’s lives? 
That a man should publish three or thirty articles a year, that 
he should finish or not finish his great allegorical picture, are 
questions of little interest to the world. The ranks of life are 
full; and although a thousand fall, there are always some to 
go into the breach. When they told Joan of Arc she should 
be at home minding women’s work, she answered there were 
plenty to spin and wash. And so, even with your own rare 
gifts! When nature is “so careless of the single life,” why 
should we coddle ourselves into the fancy that our own is of 
exceptional importance? Suppose Shakespeare had_ been 
knocked on the head some dark night in Sir Thomas Lucy’s 
preserves, the world would have wagged on better or worse, 
the pitcher gone to the well, the scythe to the corn, and the 
student to his book; and no one been any the wiser of the loss. 
There are not many works extant, if you look the alternative 
all over, which are worth the price of a pound of tobacco to a 
man of limited means. This is a sobering reflection for the 
proudest of our earthly vanities. Even a tobacconist may, 
upon consideration, find no great cause for personal vainglory 
in the phrase; for although tobacco is an admirable sedative, 
the qualities necessary for retailing it are neither rare nor 
precious in themselves. Alas and alas! you may take it how 
you will, but the services of no single individual are indis- 
pensable. Atlas was just a gentleman with a protracted 
nightmare! And yet you see merchants who go and labor 
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themselves into a great fortune and thence into the bank- 
ruptcy court; scribblers who keep scribbling at little articles 
until their temper is a cross to all who come about them, as 
though Pharaoh should set the Israelites to make a pin instead 
of a pyramid; and fine young men who work themselves into 
a decline, and are driven off in a hearse with white plumes upon 
it. Would you not suppose these persons had been whispered, 
by the Master of the Ceremonies, the promise of some mo- 
mentous destiny? and that this lukewarm bullet on which they 
play their farces was the bull’s-eye and centerpoint of all the 
universe? And yet it is not so. The ends for which they give 
away their priceless youth, for all they know, may be chimeri- 
cal or hurtful; the glory and riches they expect may never 
come, or may find them indifferent; and they and the world 
they inhabit are so inconsiderable that the mind freezes at the 
thought. 
QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. Discuss the effectiveness of the title. What do you know of 
Stevenson’s habits of work? Did his life exemplify the idler? Why 
should this title attract him? 

2. What definition does Stevenson give of idleness? Do you know 
very busy pupils, either in class or study hall, who might be included 
in this definition? Illustrate. 

3. Why should people be a “good deal idle in youth” ? 

4. Discuss: “ Books are good enough in their own way, but they 
are a mighty bloodless substitute for life.” 

5. In what sense is the street “ that mighty place of education ” ? 

6. What valuable information have you gathered away from school? 
Discuss the education which comes from experience. 

7. Why does Stevenson place so high a value on curiosity? Lacking 
it, into what kind of persons do we develop? Illustrate. 

8. In what sense may success in business narrow and cramp a man’s 
development ? 

9. What is Stevenson’s idea of the importance of any single person 
in the work of the world? Do you agree? Does this philosophy dis- 
courage individual effort? Why? 

10. Read the last paragraph aloud many times. What makes it great 
literature ? 

11. What ideas of Stevenson are you going to keep as permanent 
Possessions ? 


SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. An Apology for Industry. 

. “Instructive Hours of Truancy.” 

. Odds and Ends Learned on the Streets. 
. Dialogue between Idleness and Industry. 
. Day Dreaming: a Defense. 

. The Pleasures of Loafing. 

. Curiosity: an Asset. 
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Aes Triplex * 
By Rosert Louis STEVENSON 


THE changes wrought by death are in themselves so sharp and 
_ final, and so terrible and melancholy in their consequences, 

that the thing stands alone in man’s experience and has no 
parallel upon earth. It outdoes all other accidents because it 
is the last of them. Sometimes it leaps suddenly upon its 
victims, like a Thug; sometimes it lays a regular siege, and 
creeps upon their citadel during a score of years. And when 
the business is done, there is sore havoc made in other people’s 
lives, and a pin knocked out by which many subsidiary friend- 
ships hung together. There are empty chairs, solitary walks, 
and single beds at night. Again, in taking away our friends, 
death does not take them away utterly, but leaves behind a 
mocking, tragical, and soon intolerable residue, which must 
be hurriedly concealed. Hence a whole chapter of sights and 
customs striking to the mind, from the pyramids of Egypt 
to the gibbets and dule trees of medieval Europe. The poor- 
est persons have a bit of pageant going towards the tomb; 
memorial stones are set up over the least memorable; and, in 
order to preserve some show of respect for what remains of 
our old loves and friendships, we must accompany it with 
much grimly ludicrous ceremonial, and the hired undertaker 
parades before the door. All this, and much more of the 
same sort, accompanied by the eloquence of poets, has gone 
a great way to put humanity in error; nay, in many philos- 
ophies the error has been embodied and laid down with every 
circumstance of logic, although in real life the bustle and 
swiftness, in leaving people little time to think, have not left 
them time enough to go dangerously wrong in practice. 

As a matter of fact, although few things are spoken of with 
more fearful whisperings than this prospect of death, few have 
less influence on conduct under healthy circumstances. We 
have all heard of cities of South America built upon the side 
of fiery mountains, and how, even in this tremendous neigh- 
borhood, the inhabitants are not a jot more impressed by the 
solemnity of mortal conditions than if they were delving gar- 
dens in the greenest corner of England. There are serenades 
and suppers, and much gallantry among the myrtles overhead; 
and meanwhile the foundation shudders underfoot, the bowels 

* Copyright by Charles Scribner’s Sons. 
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of the mountain growl, and at any moment living ruin may 
ieap sky-high into the moonlight, and tumble man and his 
merry-making in the dust. In the eyes of very young people, 
and very dull old ones, there is something indescribably reck- 
less and desperate in such a picture. It seems not credible that 
respectable married people, with umbrellas, should find ap- 
petite for a bit of supper within quite a long distance of a 
fiery mountain; ordinary life begins to smell of high-handed 
debauch when it is carried on so close to a catastrophe; and 
even cheese and salad, it seems, could hardly be relished in 
such circumstances without something like a defiance of the 
Creator. It should be a place for nobody but hermits dwelling 
in prayer and maceration, or mere born-devils drowning care 
in a perpetual carouse. 

And yet, when one comes to think upon it calmly, the situ- 
ation of these South American citizens forms only a very pale 
figure for the state of ordinary mankind. This world itself, 
traveling blindly and swiftly in overcrowded space, among a 
million other worlds traveling blindly and swiftly in con- 
trary directions, may very well come by a knock that would 
set it into explosion like a penny squib. And what, pathologi- 
cally looked at, is the human body, with all its organs, but a 
mere bagful of petards? The least of these is as dangerous 
to the whole economy as the ship’s powder-magazine to the 
ship; and with every breath we breathe, and every meal we 
eat, we are putting one more of them in peril. If we clung 
as devotedly as some philosophers pretend we do to the ab- 
stract idea of life, or were half as frightened as they make 
out we are for the subversive accident that ends it all, the 
trumpets might sound by the hour and no one would follow 
them into battle — the blue-peter might fly at the truck, but 
who would climb into a sea-going ship? Think (if these philos- 
ophers were right) with what a preparation of spirit we should 
affront the daily peril of the dinner-table—a deadlier spot 
than any battle-field in history, where the far greater propor- 
tion of our ancestors have miserably left their bones! What 
woman would ever be lured into marriage, so much more dan- 
gerous than the wildest sea? And what would it be to grow 
old? For, after a certain distance, every step we take in life 
we find the ice growing thinner below our feet, and all around 
us and behind us we see our contemporaries going through. 
By the time a man gets well into the seventies, his continued 
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existence is a mere miracle; and when he lays his old bones in 
bed for the night, there is an overwhelming probability that 
he will never see the day. Do the old men mind it, as a matter 
of fact? Why, no. They were never merrier; they have their 
grog at night, and tell the raciest stories; they hear of the 
death of people about their own age, or even younger, not as 
if it was a grisly warning, but with a simple childlike pleasure 
at having outlived some one else; and when a draft might 
puff them out like a guttering candle, or a bit of a stumble 
shatter them like so much glass, their old hearts keep sound 
and unaffrighted, and they go on, bubbling with laughter, 
through years of man’s age compared to which the valley at 
Balaklava was as safe and peaceful as a village cricket-green 
on Sunday. It may fairly be questioned (if we look at the 
peril only) whether it was a much more daring feat for Curtius 
to plunge into the gulf than for any old gentleman of ninety to 
doff his clothes and clamber into bed. 

Indeed, it is a memorable subject for consideration, with 
what unconcern and gaiety mankind pricks on along the Valley 
of the Shadow of Death. The whole way is one wilderness of 
snares; and the end of it, for those who fear the last pinch, is 
irrevocable ruin. And yet we go spinning through it all, like 
a party for the Derby. Perhaps the reader remembers one of 
the humorous devices of the deified Caligula: how he encour- 
aged a vast concourse of holiday-makers on to his bridge over 
Baie bay, and, when they were in the height of their enjoy- 
ment, turned loose the Pretorian guards among the company 
and had them tossed into the sea. This is no bad miniature 
of the dealings of nature with the transitory race of man. 
Only, what a checkered picnic we have of it, even while it 
lasts! and into what great waters, not to be crossed by any 
swimmer, God’s pale Pretorian throws us over in the end! 

We live the time that a match flickers; we pop the cork of a 
ginger-beer bottle, and the earthquake swallows us on the 
instant. Is it not odd, is it not incongruous, is it not in the 
highest sense of human speech, incredible, that we should 
think so highly of the ginger-beer and regard so little the 
devouring earthquake? “The love of Life” and “ the fear of 
Death” are two famous phrases that grow harder to under- 
stand the more we think about them. It is a well-known fact 
that an immense proportion of boat accidents would never 
happen if people had the sheet in their hands instead of mak- 
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ing it fast; and yet, unless it be some martinet of a professional 
mariner, or some landsman with shattered nerves, every one of 
God’s creatures makes it fast. A strange instance of man’s 
unconcern and brazen boldness in the face of death! 

We confound ourselves with metaphysical phrases, which we 
import into daily talk with noble inappropriateness. We 
have no idea of what death is, apart from its circumstances 
and some of its consequences to others; and although we have 
some experience of living, there is not a man on earth who 
has flown so high into abstraction as to have any practical 
guess at the meaning of the word “life.” All literature, from 
Job and Omar Khayyam to Thomas Carlyle or Walt Whitman, 
is but an attempt to look upon the human state with such 
largeness of view as shall enable us to rise from the considera- 
tion of living to the Definition of Life. And our sages give us 
about the best satisfaction in their power when they say that 
it is a vapor, or a show, or made out of the same stuff with 
dreams. Philosophy, in its more rigid sense, has been at the 
same work for ages, and after a myriad bald heads have 
wagged over the problem, and piles of words have been heaped 
one upon another into dry and cloudy volumes without end, 
philosophy has the honor of laying before us, with modest 
pride, her contribution towards the subject: that life is a 
Permanent Possibility of Sensation. Truly a fine result! A 
man may very well love beef, or hunting, or a woman; but 
surely, surely, not a Permanent Possibility of Sensation! He 
may be afraid of a precipice, or a dentist, or a large enemy 
with a club, or even an undertaker’s man; but not, certainly, of 
abstract death. We may trick with the word “life” in its 
dozen senses until we are weary of tricking; we may argue in 
terms of all the philosophies on earth; but one fact remains 
true throughout — that we do not love life, in the sense that 
we are greatly preoccupied about its conservation; that we do 
not, properly speaking, love life at all, but living. Into the 
views of the least careful there will enter some degree of provi- 
dence; no man’s eyes are fixed entirely on the passing hour; 
but although we have some anticipation of good health, good 
weather, wine, active employment, love, and self-approval, the 
sum of these anticipations does not amount to anything like a 
general view of life’s possibilities and issues; nor are those 
who cherish them most vividly at all the most scrupulous of 
their personal safety. To be deeply interested in the accidents 
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of our exisfence, to enjoy keenly the mixed texture of human 
experience, rather leads a man to disregard precautions and 
risk his neck against a straw. For surely the love of living is 
stronger in an Alpine climber roping over a peril, or a hunter 
riding merrily at a stiff fence, than in a creature who lives upon 
a diet and walks a measured distance in the interest of hi 
constitution. 

There is a great deal of very vile nonsense talked upon both 
sides of the matter; tearing divines reducing life to the dimen- 
sions of a mere funeral procession, so short as to be hardly 
decent; and melancholy unbelievers yearning for the tomb as 
if it were a world too far away. Both sides must feel a little 
ashamed of their performances now and again, when they 
draw in their chairs to dinner. Indeed, a good meal and a 
bottle of wine is an answer to most standard works upon the 
question. When a man’s heart warms to his viands, he forgets 
a great deal of sophistry, and soars into a rosy zone of con- 
templation. Death may be knocking at the door, like the 
Commander’s statue; we have something else in hand, thank 
God, and let him knock. Passing bells are ringing the world 
over. All the world over, and every hour, some one is parting 
company with all his aches and ecstasies. For us also the trap 
is laid. But we are so fond of life that we have no leisure 
to entertain the terror of death. It is a honeymoon with us all 
through, and none of the longest. Small blame to us if we give 
our whole hearts to this glowing bride of ours — to the appe- 
tites, to honor, to the hungry curiosity of the mind, to the 
pleasure of the eyes in nature, and the pride of our own nimble 
bodies. 

We all of us appreciate the sensations; but as for caring 
about the Permanence of the Possibility, a man’s head is gen- 
erally very bald, and his senses very dull, before he comes 
to that. Whether we regard life as a lane leading to a dead 
wall —a mere bag’s end, as the French say —or whether we 
think of it as a vestibule or gymnasium, where we wait our 
turn and prepare our faculties for some more noble destiny; 
whether we thunder in a pulpit, or pule in little atheistic 
poetry-books, about its vanity and brevity; whether we look 
justly for years of health and vigor, or are about to mount 
into a Bath-chair as a step towards the hearse; in each and 
all of these views and situations there is but one conclusion 
possible — that a man should stop his ears against paralyzing 
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terror, and run the race that is set before him with a single 
mind. No one surely could have recoiled with more heartache 
and terror from the thought of death than our respected lexi- 
cographer; and yet we know how little it affected his conduct, 
how wisely and boldly he walked, and in what a fresh and 
lively vein he spoke of life. Already an old man, he ventured 
on his Highland tour; and his heart, bound with triple brass, 
did not recoil before twenty-seven individual cups of tea. As 
courage and intelligence are the two qualities best worth a 
good man’s cultivation, so it is the first part of intelligence to 
recognize our precarious estate in life, and the first part of 
courage to be not at all abashed before the fact. A frank and 
somewhat headlong carriage, not looking too anxiously before, 
not dallying in maudlin regret over the past, stamps the man 
who is well armored for this world. 

And not only well armored for himself, but a good friend 
and a good citizen to boot. We do not go to cowards for 
tender dealing; there is nothing so cruel as panic; the man 
who has least fear for his own carcase has most time to con- 
sider others. That eminent chemist who took his walks abroad 
in tin shoes, and subsisted wholly upon tepid milk, had all 
his work cut out for him in considerate dealings with his own 
digestion. So soon as prudence has begun to grow up in the 
brain, like a dismal fungus, it finds its first expression in a 
paralysis of generous acts. The victim begins to shrink spiritu- 
ally; he develops a fancy for parlors with a regulated tempera- 
ture, and takes his morality on the principle of tin shoes and 
tepid milk. The care of one important body or soul becomes 
so engrossing that all the noises of the outer world begin to 
come thin and faint into the parlor with the regulated tem- 
perature, and the tin shoes go equably forward over blood 
and rain. To be otherwise is to ossify; and the scruplemonger 
ends by standing stock still. Now the man who has his heart 
on his sleeve, and a good whirling weathercock of a brain, who 
reckons his life as a thing to be dashingly used and cheerfully 
hazarded, makes a very different acquaintance of the world, 
keeps all his pulses going true and fast, and gathers impetus 
as he runs, until, if he be running towards anything better than 
wildfire, he may shoot up and become a constellation in the 
end. Lord look after his health, Lord have a care of his soul, 
says he; and he has at the key of the position, and swashes 
through incongruity and peril towards his aim. Death is on 
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all sides of him with pointed batteries, as he is on all sides of 
all of us; unfortunate surprises gird him round; mim-mouthed 
friends and relations hold up their hands in quite a little 
elegiacal synod about his path: and what cares he for all this? 
Being a true lover of living, a fellow with something pushing 
and spontaneous on his inside, he must, like any other soldier, 
in any other stirring, deadly warfare, push on at his best pace 
until he touch the goal. “ A peerage or Westminster Abbey! ” 
cried Nelson in his bright, boyish, heroic manner. These are 
great incentives; not for any of these, but for the plain satis- 
faction of living, of being about their business in some sort or 
other, do the brave, serviceable men of every nation tread down 
the nettle danger, and pass flying over all the stumbling- 
blocks of prudence. Think of the heroism of Johnson, — think 
of that superb indifference to mortal limitation that set him 
upon his dictionary, and carried him through triumphantly to 
the end! Who, if he were wisely considerate of things at 
large, would ever embark upon any work much more consider- 
able than a halfpenny postcard? Who would project a serial 
novel, after Thackeray and Dickens had each fallen in mid- 
course? Who would find heart enough to begin to live, if he 
dallied with the consideration of death? 

And, after all, what sorry and pitiful quibbling all this is! 
To forgo all the issues of living, in a parlor with a regulated 
temperature — as if that were not to die a hundred times over, 
and for ten years at a stretch! As if it were not to die in 
one’s own lifetime, and without even the sad immunities of 
death! As if it were not to die, and yet to be the patient 
spectators of our own pitiable change! The Permanent Pos- 
sibility is preserved, but the sensations carefully held at arm’s 
length, as if one kept a photographic plate in a dark chamber. 
It is better to lose health like a spendthrift than to waste it like 
a miser. It is better to live and be done with it than to die 
daily in the sick room. By all means begin your folio; even 
if the doctor does not give you a year, — even if he hesitates 
about a month, make one brave push and see what can be 
accomplished in a week. It is not only in finished under- 
takings that we ought to honor useful labor. A spirit goes 
out of the man who means execution, which outlives the most 
untimely ending. All who have meant good work with their 
whole hearts, have done good work, although they may die 
before they have the time to sign it. Every heart that has beat 
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strong and cheerfully has left a hopeful impulse behind it in 
the world, and bettered the tradition of mankind. And even 
if death catch people, like an open pitfall, and in mid-career, 
laying out vast projects, and planning monstrous foundations, 
flushed with hope, and their mouths full of boastful language, 
they should be at once tripped up and silenced; is there not 
something brave and spirited in such a termination? and does 
not life go down with a better grace, foaming in full body 
over a precipice, than miserably straggling to an end in sandy 
deltas? When the Greeks made their fine saying that those 
whom the gods love die young, I cannot help believing they 
had this sort of death also in their eye. For surely, at what- 
ever age it overtake the man, this is to die young. Death 
has not been suffered to take so much as an illusion from his 
heart. In the hot-fit of life, a-tiptoe on the highest point of 
being, he passes at a bound on to the other side. The noise 
of the mallet and chisel is scarcely quenched, the trumpets 
are hardly done blowing, when, trailing with him clouds of 
glory, this happy-starred, full-blooded spirit shoots into the 
spiritual land. 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


rt. What are the circumstances of Stevenson’s life which make this 
essay on death significant P 

2. How does the author show that we are little influenced by the fear 
of death? What things do people do today which reveal that they have 
no fear of death? 

3. What is the attitude of old persons towards death? 

4. List the historical and literary allusions found in the essay. Com- 
ment on their effectiveness. Do you enjoy the ones you understand? 
Does this suggest the pleasure which comes from a broad reading back- 
ground? Watch for “literary echoing” in all your reading for the 
week. 

5. Point out places in the essay which reveal the deeper qualities of 
Stevenson’s nature. Essays are a revelation of personality. Have you 
discovered differences in the personality of the authors studied? Ilus- 
trate. 

6. What distinction does Stevenson make between the “love of life” 
and the “love of living” ? 

7. List five essays you have enjoyed which furnish material for inter- 
esting discussion. List five which merely amuse. What is the value 
in reading “ Aes Triplex” ? 

8. The last paragraph is one of the finest passages in all literature. 
Why? Comment on Stevenson’s philosophy towards life and work. 
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SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


1. The Daily Peril of the Dinner Table. (Write a humorous account 
of the dangers met at the table, — mince pie, etc.) 

2. Courage and Intelligence, the Chief Assets in Life. 

3. Stumbling-blocks of Prudence. (Show that too much caution 
hinders progress.) 


THEODORE ROOSEVELT 


Ir one is to be strong, healthy, and energetic, it would seem to be al- 
most an advantage to start frail and puny, judging by the career of 
Theodore Roosevelt (1858-1919), twenty-sixth President of the United 
States. Provided, of course, one has the will to alter one’s condition. 

Roosevelt was born a weakling. He became asthmatic, had to remain 
in bed for weeks on end, proved too delicate to go to school and so had 
to get his schooling at home. His condition and his dependence disgusted 
him. He decided to vanquish them, Other men had triumphed over such 
handicaps, and he would too. By the time he was twenty-eight he had 
definitely succeeded. 

This is how he did it. He began building up his physical strength as 
a boy by boxing daily. When he was of age, he found himself equal 
to going to Harvard, and there continued his efforts. He fenced and he 
played football. More, he did forcible unconventional things, such as 
wearing whiskers, because the ridicule which this entailed was good for 
his character. Then he went to Europe and at twenty-two climbed the 
Matterhorn Alp, just after he had met two Englishmen who claimed that 
they had been the first people ever to do so. At twenty-six he turned 
cowpuncher and trick rider out on a ranch in North Dakota near the 
Missouri River, and for two years there he lived really hard. At the 
end of that period the weakling was no more; he had become a big- 
chested, iron-sinewed man of action, a fellow of vigor and stamina. 

Thereafter Roosevelt’s life was one which only a man of extremely 
powerful physique could endure. Failing to be elected Mayor of New 
York, he became Police Commissioner and conducted what he called “a 
grimy struggle.” In 1897 he was made Assistant Secretary of the Navy, 
but resigned in a year to form with Surgeon Leonard Wood the ist U. S. 
Cavalry which was known as Roosevelt’s Rough Riders. With this regi- 
ment he served in the Spanish-American War in Cuba and became its 
colonel. He captured San Juan Hill and when he returned to New York 
was welcomed as a hero. In 1g9o0r he became Vice-President against his 
desires. That same year, on September 6, President McKinley was shot 
and died eight days later, and Roosevelt automatically succeeded him, the 
youngest man to assume the office. He was elected to a second term and 
so occupied the White House until 1909, when, leisured quiet now being 
impossible for him, he plunged into Equatorial Africa on a big game 
hunting expedition, supporting himself by writing. In 1o12 he ran as 
third (Progressive) candidate for the presidency, with the result that 
Woodrow Wilson was elected. During the campaign at Milwaukee on 
October 14 he was shot and wounded by a crank. Nobody would have 
suspected then that he had been born frail and puny. Though wounded, 
he delivered the speech he had prepared! Since he was not to have office 
again, he must have other adventure, and in 1913 he faced the privations 
of exploring South America, where he discovered a hitherto unknown 
river which the Brazilian Government named the Rio Roosevelt after 
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him. Next came the European War, and from its outset Roosevelt vigo- 
rously demanded American participation. He sought to raise troops as 
he had done before, but was not allowed to do so. All through the 
struggle he was as active as ever, on behalf of the Allied cause. Vet 
when his end came, this man of many battles died quietly in his sleep. 

Roosevelt was also the author of some twenty volumes and he had two 
spells of journalism, editing the Outlook from 1910 to 1912. 

As President he settled several international problems, including the 
peace between the two belligerents in the Russo-Japanese War. For this 
he was awarded the Nobel Prize for Peace. 

Having read so far, you will not be surprised to see the title of the 
following essay. 


The Strenuous Life 


GENTLEMEN: — In speaking to you, men of the greatest city of 
the West, men of the State which gave to the country Lincoln 
and Grant, men who preéminently and distinctly embody all that 
is most American in the American character, I wish to preach 
not the doctrine of ignoble ease but the doctrine of the strenu- 
ous life; the life of toil and effort; of labor and strife; to 
preach that highest form of success which comes not to the 
man who desires mere easy peace but to the man who does not 
shrink from danger, from hardship, or from bitter toil, and who 
out of these wins the splendid ultimate triumph. 

A life of ignoble ease, a life of that peace which springs 
merely from lack either of desire or of power to strive after 
great things, is as little worthy of a nation as of an individual. 
I ask only that what every self-respecting American demands 
from himself, and from his sons, shall be demanded of the 
American nation as a whole. Who among you would teach 
your boys that ease, that peace is to be the first consideration 
in your eyes — to be the ultimate goal after which they strive? 
You men of Chicago have made this city great, you men of 
Illinois have done your share, and more than your share, in 
making America great, because you neither preach nor practice 
such a doctrine. You work yourselves, and you bring up your 
sons to work. If you are rich, and are worth your salt, you 
will teach your sons that though they may have leisure, it is 
not to be spent in idleness; for wisely used leisure merely 
means that those who possess it, being free from the necessity 
of working for their livelihood, are all the more bound to carry 
on some kind of non-remunerative work in science, in letters, 
in art, in exploration, in historical research — work of the type 
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we most need in this country, the successful carrying out of 
which reflects most honor upon the nation. 

We do not admire the man of timid peace. We admire the 
man who embodies victorious effort; the man who never wrongs 
his neighbor; who is prompt to help a friend; but who has 
those virile qualities necessary to win in the stern strife of 
actual life. It is hard to fail; but it is worse never to have 
tried to succeed. In this life we get nothing save by effort. 
Freedom from effort in the present, merely means that there 
has been stored up effort in the past. A man can be freed from 
the necessity of work only by the fact that he or his fathers 
before him have worked to good purpose. If the freedom thus 
purchased is used aright, and the man still does actual work, 
though of a different kind, whether as a writer or a general, 
whether in the field of politics or in the field of exploration and 
adventure, he shows he deserves his good fortune. But if he 
treats this period of freedom from the need of actual labor as a 
period not of preparation but of mere enjoyment, he shows that 
he is simply a cumberer on the earth’s surface; and he surely 
unfits himself to hold his own with his fellows if the need to do 
so should again arise. A mere life of ease is not in the end a 
satisfactory life, and above all it is a life which ultimately unfits 
those who follow it for serious work in the world. 

As it is with the individual so it is with the nation. It isa 
base untruth to say that happy is the nation that has no his- 
tory. Thrice happy is the nation that has a glorious history. 
Far better it is to dare mighty things, to win glorious triumphs, 
even though checkered by failure, than to take rank with those 
poor spirits who neither enjoy much nor suffer much because 
they live in the gray twilight that knows neither victory nor 
defeat. If in 1861 the men who loved the Union had believed 
that peace was the end of all things and war and strife the 
worst of all things, and had acted up to their belief, we would 
have saved hundreds of thousands of lives, we would have saved 
hundreds of millions of dollars. Moreover, besides saving all 
the blood and treasure we then lavished, we would have pre- 
vented the heartbreak of many women, the dissolution of 
many homes; and we would have spared the country those 
months of gloom and shame when it seemed as if our armies 
marched only to defeat. We could have avoided all this suffer- 
ing simply by shrinking from strife. And if we had thus 
avoided it we would have shown that we were weaklings and 
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that we were unfit to stand among the great nations of the 
earth. Thank God for the iron in the blood of our fathers, 
the men who upheld the wisdom of Lincoln and bore sword 
or rifle in the armies of Grant! Let us, the children of the 
men who proved themselves equal to the mighty days — let us, 
the children of the men who carried the great Civil War to a 
triumphant conclusion, praise the God of our fathers that the 
ignoble counsels of peace were rejected, that the suffering and 
loss, the blackness of sorrow and despair, were unflinchingly 
faced and the years of strife endured; for in the end the slave 
was freed, the Union restored, and the mighty American Re- 
public placed once more as a helmeted queen among nations. 
We of this generation do not have to face a task such as that 
our fathers faced, but we have our tasks, and woe to us if we 
fail to perform them! We cannot, if we would, play the part 
of China, and be content to rot by inches in ignoble ease within 
our borders, taking no interest in what goes on beyond them; 
sunk in a scrambling commercialism; heedless of the higher 
life, the life of aspiration, of toil and risk; busying ourselves 
only with the wants of our bodies for the day; until suddenly 
we should find, beyond a shadow of question, what China has 
already found, that in this world the nation that has trained 
itself to a career of unwarlike and isolated ease is bound in the 
end to go down before other nations which have not lost the 
manly and adventurous qualities. If we are to be a really 
great people, we must strive in good faith to play a great part 
in the world. We cannot avoid meeting great issues. All that 
we can determine for ourselves is whether we shall meet them 
well or ill. Last year we could not help being brought face to 
face with the problem of war with Spain. All we could decide 
was whether we should shrink like cowards from the contest or 
enter into it as beseemed a brave and high-spirited people; and, 
once in, whether failure or success should crown our banners. 
So it is now. We cannot avoid the responsibilities that con- 
front us in Hawaii, Cuba, Porto Rico, and the Philippines. All 
we can decide is whether we shall meet them in a way that will 
redound to the national credit, or whether we shall make of 
our dealings with these new problems a dark and shameful 
page in our history. To refuse to deal with them at all merely 
amounts to dealing with them badly. We have a given prob- 
Jem to solve. If we undertake the solution there is, of course, 
always danger that we may not solve it aright, but to refuse to 
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undertake the solution simply renders it certain that we cannot 
possibly solve it aright. 

The timid man, the lazy man, the man who distrusts his 
country, the overcivilized man, who has lost the great fighting, 
masterful virtues, the ignorant man and the man of dull mind, 
whose soul is incapable of feeling the mighty lift that thrills 
“stern men with empires in their brains’ —all these, of 
course, shrink from seeing the nation undertake its new duties; 
shrink from seeing us build a navy and army adequate to our 
needs; shrink from seeing us do our share of the world’s work 
by bringing order out of chaos in the great, fair tropic islands 
from which the valor of our soldiers and sailors has driven the 
Spanish flag. These are the men who fear the strenuous life, 
who fear the only national life which is really worth leading. 
They believe in that cloistered life which saps the hardy virtues 
in a nation, as it saps them in the individual; or else they are 
wedded to that base spirit of gain and greed which recognizes 
in commercialism the be-all and end-all of national life, instead 
of realizing that, though an indispensable element, it is after all 
but one of the many elements that go to make up true national 
greatness. No country can long endure if its foundations are 
not laid deep in the material prosperity which comes from 
thrift, from business energy and enterprise, from hard un- 
sparing effort in the fields of industrial activity; but neither 
was any nation ever yet truly great if it relied upon material 
prosperity alone. All honor must be paid to the architects of 
our material prosperity; to the great captains of industry who 
have built our factories and our railroads; to the strong men 
who toil for wealth with brain or hand; for great is the debt of 
the nation to these and their kind. But our debt is yet greater 
to the men whose highest type is to be found in a statesman 
like Lincoln, a soldier like Grant. They showed by their lives 
that they recognized the law of work, the law of strife; they 
toiled to win a competence for themselves and those dependent 
upon them; but they recognized that there were yet other and 
even loftier duties — duties to the nation and duties to the 
race. 

We cannot sit huddled within our own borders and avow 
ourselves merely an assemblage of well-to-do hucksters who 
care nothing for what happens beyond. Such a policy would 
defeat even its own end; for as the nations grow to have ever 
wider and wider interests and are brought into closer and closer 
contact, if we are to hold our own in the struggle for naval and 
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commercial supremacy, we must build up our power without 
our own borders. We must build the Isthmian canal, and we 
must grasp the points of vantage which will enable us to have 
our say in deciding the destiny of the oceans of the East and 
the West... . 

I preach to you, then, my countrymen, that our country calls 
not for the life of ease, but for the life of strenuous endeavor. 
The Twentieth Century looms before us big with the fate of 
many nations. If we stand idly by, if we seek merely swollen, 
slothful ease, and ignoble peace, if we shrink from the hard 
contests where men must win at hazard of their lives and at the 
risk of all they hold dear, then the bolder and stronger peo- 
ples will pass us by and will win for themselves the domination 
of the world. Let us therefore boldly face the life of strife, 
resolute to do our duty well and manfully; resolute to uphold 
righteousness by deed and by word; resolute to be both honest 
and brave, to serve high ideals, yet to use practical methods. 
Above all, let us shrink from no strife, moral or physical, within 
or without the nation, provided we are certain that the strife is 
justified; for it is only through strife, through hard and dan- 
gerous endeavor, that we shall ultimately win the goal of true 
national greatness. 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. Give facts concerning Roosevelt’s life which gave him the right to 
speak on the “strenuous life.” 

2. Discuss the statement that rich men are under obligation to carry 
on “some kind of non-remunerative work in science, in letters, in art, 
in exploration, in historical research.” 

3. Has there been any change in attitude towards the “ human para- 
site” in your time? 

4. What in the essay shows that Roosevelt was interested in the prob- 
lems of his day? If he were living now, what things would he be de- 
fending or opposing? ; 

s. What is Roosevelt’s conception of the responsibility of the United 
States? 

6. Explain: “the overcivilized man”; “the man of timid peace is 
“ architects of material prosperity.” 

4. Has the essay made you better acquainted with the man Roosevelt P 


SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


1. “Thrice happy is the nation that has a glorious history.” 

2. “Tron in the blood.” (Write a character sketch of a courageous 
person.) 

3. Our Debt to Lincoln. F 

4. Success Comes through Labor and Strife. 


WASHINGTON IRVING 


WHEN in 1832 Washington Irving (1783-1859) returned to America from 
Europe, where he had been living since 1815, he was welcomed home as 
a national hero. And indeed that is what he was. He had not led 
troops to victory nor routed an enemy’s navy, but he had achieved some- 
thing very similar. One of the effects of a successful battle is to raise 
a nation’s prestige, and raising America’s prestige is what Irving had done. 
America then was still a young country—a mere fifty-six years old. 
She was naturally eager to gain the respect and admiration of the older 
European nations, just as a new boy at school wants the other fellows 
to think well of him. That Europeans should agree that Americans were 
first-class pioneers and could fight Indians, and if necessary Britons, was 
not enough. America wanted Europe to reckon with her in the arts. 
And hitherto that was what Europe had failed to do; it seemed to 
people in Europe that America was only a nation of rough-necks, of 
men too busy struggling with nature to be artists. But Irving made 
them change their minds. He was the first American to whom Europe 
did homage as a man of letters. He was compared with the great 
English essayist, Joseph Addison, whom he took as his model. Well 
did he deserve the triumphant home-coming, just as much as if he had 
been a great statesman or a great soldier! And America will always 
remember his name for that noble service. 

At sixteen he had been set to study law, but his health did not allow 
him to become a lawyer, and meanwhile writing had already proved 
more attractive. He began as a humorist. While still a lad, he had some 
amusing letters printed in the New York Morning Chronicle. They 
were signed, Jonathan Oldstyle. The name alone makes one smile. In 
1809 appeared a burlesque of a pompous and pedantic guidebook. 
Irving called it The History of New York, by Diedrich Knickerbocker 
(another pen name). 

It was business that called Irving to Liverpool in 1815. He remained 
in England for some years and during that time aroused the admiration 
of English literary circles with Geoffrey Crayon’s Sketchbook, from 
which the following essay is taken. From England he went to Spain, 
where he was America’s ambassador, and was inspired there to write a 
Life of Christopher Columbus. Thereafter, he devoted himself chiefly 
to biography, producing histories of Oliver Goldsmith (the author of 
The Vicar of Wakefield), Mahomet and his successors (the great Arab 
preachers), and George Washington. His writing is droll rather than 
peey funny, refined rather than vigorous, but it is always simple and 

irect. 

Like many amusing men, he was really sad at heart. A romance of 
his youth was ended by the girl’s death, and he never married, but re- 
mained true to her memory. 
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I appeal to any white man, if ever he enter Logan’s cabin hungry, 
and he gave him not to eat —if ever he came cold and naked, and he 
clothed him not. —Speech of Indian Chief. 


THERE is something in the character and habits of the North 
American savage, taken in connection with the scenery over 
which he is accustomed to range, its vast lakes, boundless 
forests, majestic rivers, and trackless plains, that is to my 
mind wonderfully striking and sublime. He is formed for the 
wilderness, as the Arab is for the desert. His nature is stern, 
simple, and enduring; fitted to grapple with difficulties, and to 
support privations. There seems but little soil in his heart 
for the support of the kindly virtues; and yet, if we would 
but take the trouble to penetrate through that proud stoicism 
and habitual taciturnity, which lock up his character from 
casual observation, we should find him linked to his fellow- 
man of civilized life by more of those sympathies and affections 
than are usually ascribed to him. 

It has been the lot of the unfortunate aborigines of America, 
in the early periods of colonization, to be doubly wronged by 
the white men. They have been dispossessed of their heredi- 
tary possessions by mercenary and frequently wanton warfare; 
and their characters have been traduced by bigoted and in- 
terested writers. The colonist often treated them like beasts 
of the forest; and the author has endeavored to justify him in 
his outrages. The former found it easier to exterminate than 
to civilize; the latter to vilify than to discriminate. The 
appellations of savage and pagan were deemed sufficient to 
sanction the hostilities of both; and thus the poor wanderers 
of the forest were persecuted and defamed, not because they 
were guilty, but because they were ignorant. 

The rights of the savage have seldom been properly appre- 
ciated or respected by the white man. In peace he has often 
been the dupe of artful traffic; in war he has been regarded as 
a ferocious animal, whose life or death was a question of mere 
precaution and convenience. Man is cruelly wasteful of life 
when his own safety is endangered, and he is sheltered by im- 
punity; and little mercy is to be expected from him, when he 
feels the sting of the reptile and is conscious of the power to 
destroy. 
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The same prejudices, which were indulged thus early, exist 
in common circulation at the present day. Certain learned 
societies have, it is true, with laudable diligence, endeavored 
to investigate and record the real characters and manners of 
the Indian tribes; the American government, too, has wisely 
and humanely exerted itself to inculcate a friendly and for- 
bearing spirit towards them, and to protect them from fraud 
and injustice? The current opinion of the Indian character, 
however, is too apt to be formed from the miserable hordes 
which infest the frontiers, and hang on the skirts of the settle- 
ments. These are too commonly composed of degenerate 
beings, corrupted and enfeebled by the vices of society, with- 
out being benefited by its civilization. That proud independ- 
ence, which formed the main pillar of savage virtue, has been 
shaken down, and the whole moral fabric lies in ruins. Their 
spirits are humiliated and debased by a sense of inferiority, 
and their native courage cowed and daunted by the superior 
knowledge and power of their enlightened neighbors. Society 
has advanced upon them like one of those withering airs, that 
will sometimes breed desolation over a whole region of fertility. 
It has enervated their strength, multiplied their diseases, and 
superinduced upon their original barbarity the low vices of 
artificial life. It has given them a thousand superfluous wants, 
whilst it has diminished their means of mere existence. It has 
driven before it the animals of the chase, who fly from the 
sound of the axe and the smoke of the settlement, and seek 
refuge in the depths of the remotest forests and yet untrodden 
wilds. Thus do we too often find the Indians on our frontiers 
to be the mere wrecks and remnants of once powerful tribes, 
who have lingered in the vicinity of the settlements, and sunk 
into precarious and vagabond existence. Poverty, repining 
and hopeless poverty, a canker of the mind unknown in savage 
life, corrodes their spirits and blights every free and noble 
quality of their natures. They become drunken, indolent, 
feeble, thievish, and pusillanimous. They loiter like vagrants 
about the settlements, among spacious dwellings replete with 

1 The American government has been indefatigable in its exertions 
to ameliorate the situation of the Indians, and to introduce among them 
the arts of civilization, and civil and religious knowledge. To protect 
them from the frauds of the white traders, no purchase of land from 
them by individuals is permitted; nor is any person allowed to receive 


lands from them as a present, without the express sanction of govern~ 
ment. These precautions are strictly enforced. 
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elaborate comforts, which only render them sensible of the 
comparative wretchedness of their own condition. Luxury 
spreads its ample board before their eyes; but they are ex- 
cluded from the banquet. Plenty revels over the fields; but 
they are starving in the midst of its abundance; the whole 
wilderness has blossomed into a garden; but they feed as 
reptiles that infest it. 

How different was their state while yet the undisputed lords 
of the soil! Their wants were few, and the means of gratifi- 
cation within their reach. They saw every one around them 
sharing the same lot, enduring the same hardships, feeding on 
the same aliments, arrayed in the same rude garments. No 
roof then rose, but was open to the homeless stranger; no smoke 
curled among the trees, but he was welcome to sit down by its 
fire and join the hunter in his repast. “ For,” says an old 
historian of New England, “ their life is so void of care, and 
they are so loving also that they make use of those things they 
enjoy as common goods, and are therein so compassionate that 
rather than one should starve through want they would starve 
all; thus they pass their time merrily, not regarding our pomp, 
but are better content with their own, which some men esteem 
so meanly of.” Such were the Indians whilst in the pride 
and energy of their primitive natures; they resembled those 
wild plants which thrive best in the shades of the forest, but 
shrink from the hand of cultivation, and perish beneath the 
influence of the sun. 

In discussing the savage character, writers have been too 
prone to indulge in vulgar prejudice and passionate exaggera- 
tion, instead of the candid temper of true philosophy. They 
have not sufficiently considered the peculiar circumstances in 
which the Indians have been placed, and the peculiar principles 
under which they have been educated. No being acts more 
rigidly from rule than the Indian. His whole conduct is regu- 
lated according to some general maxims early implanted in his 
mind. The moral laws that govern him are, to be sure, but 
few; but then he conforms to them all; — the white man 
abounds in laws of religion, morals, and manners, but how 
many does he violate! j 5 

A frequent ground of accusation against the Indians is their 
disregard of treaties, and the treachery and wantonness with 
which, in time of apparent peace, they will suddenly fly to 
hostilities. The intercourse of the white men with the Indians, 
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however, is too apt to be cold, distrustful, oppressive, and in- 
sulting. They seldom treat them with that confidence and 
frankness which are indispensable to real friendship; nor is 
sufficient caution observed not to offend against those feelings 
of pride or superstition, which often prompt the Indian to 
hostility quicker than mere considerations of interest. The 
solitary savage feels silently, but acutely. His sensibilities are 
not diffused over so wide a surface as those of the white man; 
but they run in steadier and deeper channels. His pride, his 
affections, his superstitions are all directed towards fewer 
objects; but the wounds inflicted on them are proportionably 
severe, and furnish motives of hostility which we cannot suffi- 
ciently appreciate. Where a community is also limited in 
number, and forms one great patriarchal family, as in an 
Indian tribe, the injury of an individual is the injury of the 
whole; and the sentiment of vengeance is almost instantane- 
ously diffused. One council-fire is sufficient for the discussion 
and arrangement of a plan of hostilities. Here all the fighting 
men and sages assemble. Eloquence and superstition combine 
to inflame the minds of the warriors. The orator awakens 
their martial ardor, and they are wrought up to a kind of 
religious desperation, by the visions of the prophet and the 
dreamer, 

An instance of one of those sudden exasperations, arising 
from a motive peculiar to the Indian character, is extant in an 
old record of the early settlement of Massachusetts. The 
planters of Plymouth had defaced the monuments of the dead 
at Passonagessit, and had plundered the grave of the Sachem’s 
mother of some skins with which it had been decorated. The 
Indians are remarkable for the reverence which they entertain 
for the sepulchres of their kindred. Tribes that have passed 
generations exiled from the abodes of their ancestors, when 
by chance they have been traveling in the vicinity, have been 
known to turn aside from the highway, and, guided by wonder- 
fully accurate tradition, have crossed the country for miles, to 
some tumulus, buried perhaps in woods, where the bones of 
their tribe were anciently deposited; and there have passed 
hours in silent meditation. Influenced by this sublime and 
holy feeling, the Sachem whose mother’s tomb had been vio- 
lated, gathered his men together, and addressed them in the 
following beautifully simple and pathetic harangue; a curious 
specimen of Indian eloquence, and an affecting instance of 
filial piety in a savage: — 
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“When last the glorious light of all the sky was underneath 
this globe, and birds grew silent, I began to settle, as my 
custom is, to take repose. Before mine eyes were fast closed, 
methought I saw a vision, at which my spirit was much 
troubled; and trembling at that doleful sight, a spirit cried 
aloud, ‘ Behold, my son, whom I have cherished, see the breasts 
that gave thee suck, the hands that lapped thee warm, and fed 
thee oft. Canst thou forget to take revenge of those wild 
people who have defaced my monument in a despiteful man- 
ner, disdaining our antiquities and honorable customs? See, 
now, the Sachem’s grave lies like the common people, defaced 
by an ignoble race. Thy mother doth complain, and implores 
thy aid against this thievish pecple, who have newly intruded 
on our land. If this be suffered, I shall not rest quiet in my 
everlasting habitation.’ This said, the spirit vanished, and I, 
all in a sweat, not able scarce to speak, began to get some 
strength, and recollect my spirits that were fled, and deter- 
mined to demand your counsel and assistance.” 

I have adduced this anecdote at some length, as it tends to 
show how these sudden acts of hostility, which have been 
attributed to caprice and perfidy, may often arise from deep 
and generous motives, which our inattention to Indian charac- 
ter and customs prevents our properly appreciating. 

Another ground of violent outcry against the Indians is their 
barbarity to the vanquished. This had its origin partly in 
policy and partly in superstition. The tribes, though some- 
times called nations, were never so formidable in their num- 
bers, but that the loss of several warriors was sensibly felt; this 
was particularly the case when they had been frequently en- 
gaged in warfare; and many an instance occurs in Indian 
history, where a tribe, that had long been formidable to its 
neighbors, has been broken up and driven away, by the capture 
and massacre of its principal fighting men. There was a 
strong temptation, therefore, to the victor to be merciless; not 
so much to gratify any cruel revenge, as to provide for future 
security. The Indians had also the superstitious belief, fre- 
quent among barbarous nations, and prevalent also among the 
ancients, that the manes of their friends who had fallen in 
battle were soothed by the blood of the captives. ‘The prison- 
ers, however, who are not thus sacrificed, are adopted into 
their families in the place of the slain, and are treated with the 
confidence and affection of relatives and friends; nay, so hos- 
pitable and tender is their entertainment, that when the alter- 
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native is offered them, they will often prefer to remain with 
their adopted brethren, rather than return to the home and the 
friends of their youth. 

The cruelty of the Indians towards their prisoners has been 
heightened since the colonization of the whites. What was 
formerly a compliance with policy and superstition, has been 
exasperated into a gratification of vengeance. They cannot 
but be sensible that the white men are the usurpers of their 
ancient dominion, the cause of their degradation, and the 
gradual destroyers of their race. They go forth to battle, 
smarting with injuries and indignities which they have indi- 
vidually suffered, and they are driven to madness and despair 
by the wide-spreading desolation, and the overwhelming ruin 
of European warfare. The whites have too frequently set 
them an example of violence, by burning their villages, and 
laying waste their slender means of subsistence; and yet they 
wonder that savages do not show moderation and magnanim- 
ity towards those who have left them nothing but mere exist- 
ence and wretchedness. 

We stigmatize the Indians, also, as cowardly, and treacher- 
ous, because they use stratagem in warfare, in preference to 
open force; but in this they are fully justified by their rude 
code of honor. They are early taught that stratagem is praise- 
worthy; the bravest warrior thinks it no disgrace to lurk in 
silence, and take every advantage of his foe; he triumphs in 
the superior craft and sagacity by which he has been enabled 
to surprise and destroy an enemy. Indeed, man is naturally 
more prone to subtlety than open valor, owing to his physical 
weakness in comparison with other animals. They are endowed 
with natural weapons of defense; with horns, with tusks, with 
hoofs, and talons; but man has to depend on his superior 
sagacity. In all his encounters with these, his proper enemies, 
he resorts to stratagem; and when he perversely turns his 
hostility against his fellow-man, he at first continues the same 
subtle mode of warfare. 

The natural principle of war is to do the most harm to our 
enemy with the least harm to ourselves; and this of course is to 
be effected by stratagem. That chivalrous courage which in- 
duces us to despise the suggestions of prudence, and to rush in 
the face of certain danger, is the offspring of society, and 
produced by education. It is honorable, because it is, in fact, 
the triumph of lofty sentiment over an instinctive repugnance 
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to pain and over those yearnings after personal ease and 
security, which society has condemned as ignoble. It is kept 
alive by pride and the fear of shame; and thus the dread of 
real evil is overcome by the superior dread of an evil which 
exists but in the imagination. It has been cherished and 
stimulated also by various means. It has been the theme of 
spirit-stirring song and chivalrous story. The poet and min- 
strel have delighted to shed round it the splendors of fiction; 
and even the historian has forgotten the sober gravity of narra- 
tion, and broken forth into enthusiasm and rhapsody in its 
praise. Triumphs and gorgeous pageants have been its re- 
ward: monuments, on which art has exhausted its skill, and 
opulence its treasures, have been erected to perpetuate a 
nation’s gratitude and admiration. Thus artificially excited, 
courage has risen to an extraordinary and factitious degree of 
heroism, and, arrayed in all the glorious “ pomp and circum- 
stance of war,” this turbulent quality has even been. able to 
eclipse many of those quiet, but invaluable virtues, which 
silently ennoble the human character, and swell the tide of 
human happiness. 

But if courage intrinsically consists in the defiance of danger 
and pain, the life of the Indian is a continual exhibition of it. 
He lives in a state of perpetual hostility and risk. Peril and 
adventure are congenial to his nature; or rather seem neces- 
sary to arouse his faculties and to give an interest to his exist- 
ence. Surrounded by hostile tribes, whose mode of warfare 
is by ambush and surprisal, he is always prepared for fight, and 
lives with his weapons in his hands. As the ship careers in 
fearful singleness through the solitudes of ocean; as the bird 
mingles among clouds and storms, and wings its way, a mere 
speck, across the pathless fields of air; —so the Indian holds 
his course, silent, solitary, but undaunted, through the bound- 
less bosom of the wilderness. His expeditions may vie in dis- 
tance and danger with the pilgrimage of the devotee, or the 
crusade of the knight-errant. He traverses vast forests, ex- 
posed to the hazards of lonely sickness, of lurking enemies, and 
pining famine. Stormy lakes — those great inland seas — are 
no obstacles to his wanderings; in his light canoe of bark he 
sports, like a feather, on their waves; and darts, with the swift- 
ness of an arrow, down the roaring rapids of the rivers. His 
very subsistence is snatched from the midst of toil and peril. 
He gains his food by the hardships and dangers of the chase; 
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he wraps himself in the spoils of the bear, the panther, and the 
buffalo, and sleeps among the thunders of the cataract. 

No hero of ancient or modern days can surpass the Indian 
in his lofty contempt of death, and the fortitude with which he 
sustains its cruelest affliction. Indeed, we here behold him 
rising superior to the white man, in consequence of his peculiar 
education. The latter rushes to glorious death at the cannon’s 
mouth; the former calmly contemplates its approach, and 
triumphantly endures it, amidst the varied torments of sur- 
rounding foes and the protracted agonies of fire. He even takes 
a pride in taunting his persecutors, and provoking their ingenuity 
of torture; and as the devouring flames prey on his very vitals, 
and the flesh shrinks from the sinews, he raises his last song of 
triumph, breathing the defiance of an unconquered heart, and 
invoking the spirits of his fathers to witness that he dies with- 
out a groan. 

Notwithstanding the obloquy with which the early historians 
have overshadowed the characters of the unfortunate natives, 
some bright gleams occasionally break through, which throw a 
degree of melancholy luster on their memories. Facts are 
occasionally to be met with in the rude annals of the eastern 
provinces, which, though recorded with the coloring of preju- 
dice and bigotry, yet speak for themselves, and will be dwelt 
on with applause and sympathy, when prejudice shall have 
passed away. 

In one of the homely narratives of the Indian wars in New 
England, there is a touching account of the desolation carried 
into the tribe of the Pequod Indians. Humanity shrinks from 
the cold-blooded detail of indiscriminate butchery. In one 
place we read of the surprisal of an Indian fort in the night, 
when the wigwams were wrapt in flames, and the miserable 
inhabitants shot down and slain in attempting to escape, “ all 
being despatched and ended in the course of an hour.” After 
a series of similar transactions, ‘ our soldiers,” as the historian 
piously observes, ‘‘ being resolved by God’s assistance to make 
a final destruction of them,” the unhappy savages being hunted 
from their homes and fortresses, and pursued with fire and 
sword, a scanty, but gallant band, the sad remnant of the 
Pequod warriors, with their wives and children, took refuge in 
a swamp. 

Burning with indignation, and rendered sullen by despair; 
with hearts bursting with grief at the destruction of their 


Traits of Indian Character 37 


tribe, and spirits galled and sore at the fancied ignominy of 
their defeat, they refused to ask their lives at the hands of 
an insulting foe and preferred death to submission. 

As the night drew on they were surrounded in their dismal 
retreat, so as to render escape impracticable. Thus situated, 
their enemy “ plied them with shot all the time, by which 
means many were killed and buried in the mire.” In the dark- 
ness and fog that preceded the dawn of day, some few broke 
through the besiegers and escaped into the woods; “ the rest 
were left to the conquerors, of which many were killed in the 
swamp, like sullen dogs who would rather, in their self-willed- 
ness and madness, sit still and be shot through, or cut to 
pieces,” than implore for mercy. When the day broke upon 
this handful of forlorn but dauntless spirits, the soldiers, we are 
told, entering the swamp, “ saw several heaps of them sitting 
close together upon whom they discharged their pieces laden 
with ten or twelve pistol bullets at a time, putting the muzzles 
of the pieces under the boughs, within a few yards of them; so 
as, besides those that were found dead, many more were killed 
and sunk into the mire, and never were minded more by friend 
or foe.” 

Can any one read this plain unvarnished tale without admir- 
ing the stern resolution, the unbending pride, the loftiness of 
spirit, that seemed to nerve the hearts of these self-taught 
heroes, and to raise them above the instinctive feelings of 
human nature? When the Gauls laid waste the city of Rome, 
they found the senators clothed in their robes, and seated with 
stern tranquillity in their curule chairs; in this manner they 
suffered death without resistance or even supplication. Such 
conduct was, in them, applauded as noble and magnanimous; 
in the hapless Indian it was reviled as obstinate and sullen. 
How truly are we the dupes of show and circumstance! How 
different is virtue, clothed in purple and enthroned in state, 
from virtue, naked and destitute, and perishing obscurely in a 
wilderness! 

But I forbear to dwell on these gloomy pictures. The east- 
ern tribes have long since disappeared; the forests that shel- 
tered them have been laid low; and scarce any traces remain 
of them in the thickly-settled states of New England, excepting 
here and there the Indian name of a village or a stream. And 
such must, sooner or later, be the fate of those other tribes 
which skirt the frontiers, and have occasionally been inveigled 
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from their forests to mingle in the wars of white men. In a 
little while, and they will go the way that their brethren have 
gone before. The few hordes which still linger about the 
shores of Huron and Superior, and the tributary streams of 
the Mississippi, will share the fate of those tribes that once 
spread over Massachusetts and Connecticut, and lorded it 
along the proud banks of the Hudson; of that gigantic race 
said to have existed on the borders of the Susquehanna; and 
of those various nations that flourished about the Potomac and 
the Rappahannock, and that peopled the forests of the vast 
valley of Shenandoah. They will vanish like a vapor from the 
face of the earth; their very history will be lost in forgetful- 
ness; and “ the places that now know them will know them no 
more forever.” Or, if, perchance, some dubious memorial of 
them should survive, it may be in the romantic dreams of the 
poet, to people in imagination his glades and groves like the 
fauns and satyrs and sylvan deities of antiquity. But should 
he venture upon the dark story of their wrongs and wretched- 
ness; should he tell how they were invaded, corrupted, 
despoiled, driven from their native abodes and the sepulchres 
of their fathers, hunted like wild beasts about the earth, and 
sent down with violence and butchery to the grave, posterity 
will either turn with horror and incredulity from the tale, or 
blush with indignation at the inhumanity of their forefathers, 
— “We are driven back,” said an old warrior, “ until we can 
retreat no farther —our hatchets are broken, our bows are 
snapped, our fires are nearly extinguished — a little longer and 
the white man will cease to persecute us — for we shall cease 
to exist.” 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. What qualities make the Indian at home in the wilderness? 

2. What prejudices have the white men always held against the 
Indian ? 

3. Discuss the attitude of the government towards the Indian, both in 
Irving’s time and the present. 

4. Has the Indian been truthfully pictured in literature? With what 
pictures of Indian life are you familiar? 

5. Discuss Irving’s statements concerning treaties between the Indians 
and the white men. 

6. Were the author’s statements regarding the barbarity of the Indian 
to the vanquished convincing to you? 

7. What admirable traits of character are found in the Indian? 

8. Do you feel that this is a truthful or a biased review of Indian 
character ? 
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SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. Indians I Have Known. 
. Grandfather’s Experience with Indians. 
. The Indian in Literature. 


The Indian of Today. 
Indian Beliefs and Superstitions. 


. Indian Character. 
. Relations Between the Indians and the White Man. 
. The Influence of the Indian upon Our Geographical Names. 


CHARLES LAMB 


Ir you had been riding in a certain London omnibus one cold winter’s 
night at the beginning of the nineteenth century you would have decided 
that the little man seated in the corner next the entrance was a humorist. 
He remained quiet and inconspicuous enough until, at the first stop, a 
stranger poked his head in from the step, and inquired: “Full up in- 
side?” At once the little man came to life. His eye lit, his chin lifted 
from his heavy muffler, he glanced round the two rows of tightly-wedged 
travelers, and he stammered: “I—1I—d-d-don’t know ab-ab-about 
these others, b-b-but that last p-p-piece of p-p-pie quite fin-f-finished 
m-m-me!” And if, thereupon, you had learned that the little man was 
no other than the famous Mr. Charles Lamb (1775-1834), the author of 
the delightful Essays of Elia then appearing in the London Magazine, 
you would have said to yourself: That is just what I expected him to be 
in private life, a blithe, frolicsome fellow, evidently (though he stutters) 
without a care in the world. 

But you would have been wrong. At least, while certainly he was 
invariably bright and whimsical amid the conviviality of parties or 
under the inspiration of pen and paper, deep down in his‘ heart he was 
sad, with a sadness beyond remedy. It was the old story of the clown, so 
merry in the ring, so melancholy at the fireside. But in Lamb’s case 
there was good reason for his sadness, and, further, he allied to it a rare 
nobility of spirit, so that one may well rate him as one of those few fine 
men whose existence redeems the petty meannesses and cowardices of a 
million human beings. 

Three occupations filled his life. First, of course, he was an author, 
but his talent developed and blossomed slowly, and never would he have 
been able to make a living from it. Moreover, he was a poor man’s son, 
and while he became a poet young—at twenty-one —the necessity of 
earning his keep sent him out into the world younger still. It took him 
from the London Charity School and perched him as a mere child of 
fourteen upon a junior clerk’s high stool in a gloomy lair such as mer- 
chants of the city of London in those days called their offices. Three 
years after that, on April 5, 1792, he entered another office, the account- 
ant’s office of the renowned East India House, and there he was des- 
tined to remain, arriving punctually each morning for thirty-three years 
and producing, as he used to say, the one hundred official folios of his 
“true works.” He retired in 1825 with a pension. So much for occu- 
pation Number Two. The first was a hobby, the second a means of 
livelihood. And now for the third. That was entirely a labor of love, 
bringing him neither fame nor cash, yet to it did he really dedicate his 
life. This third occupation was guarding the freedom of his sister. 

On September 22, 1796, when Charles was twenty-one, this sister, 
Mary, suddenly stabbed their mother dead. She had gone mad, Charles 
moved heaven and earth to obtain her release from the lunatic asylum, 
and at last succeeded on one condition; namely, that he himself would 
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always look after her. Gladly, without hesitation, he agreed. Possibly at 
the time he did not realize the extent of the sacrifice he was making, but 
never once afterwards did he flinch from it. Her loving and attentive 
custodian he remained until a skin disease ended his life. Think what it 
meant for her: instead of the desolation of an asylum cell, the sinister 
companionship of other lunatics, the rough treatment of callous keepers, 
she had the comforts of a home, the solace of a brother’s constant care, 
and that most precious of all human possessions, liberty. Think what 
it meant for him: instead of marrying and watching his children grow 
up, of devoting all his leisure to sharpening his pen, he consecrated him- 
self to his vigil, being always on the alert for a fresh outbreak of in- 
sanity; virtually he became the prisoner that Mary might be free. 

It is true that most of the time she was to all intents perfectly sane 
and was able to collaborate with him upon that charming book for the 
young, Tales from Shakespeare, which was published in 1807. But the 
threat was always there. When at last marriage did seem possible to 
Charles, and, with Mary’s consent, he aspired to the hand of an actress, 
Fanny Kelly, it was too late: the clerk of forty-four found his suit 
rejected. So to the end he bore his burden. 

Here is the most popular of those Essays of Elia upon which Lamb’s 
reputation so firmly rests. 


A Dissertation Upon Roast Pig 


MANKIND, says a Chinese manuscript, which my friend M. 
was obliging enough to read and explain to me, for the first 
seventy thousand ages ate their meat raw, clawing or biting it 
from the living animal, just as they do in Abyssinia to this day. 
This period is not obscurely hinted at by their great Confucius 
in the second chapter of his Mundane Mutations, where he 
designates a kind of golden age by the term Cho-fang, literally 
the Cook’s holiday. The manuscript goes on to say that the 
art of roasting, or rather broiling (which I take to be the elder 
brother), was accidentally discovered in the manner following. 
The swineherd, Ho-ti, having gone out into the woods one 
morning, as his manner was, to collect mast for his hogs, left 
his cottage in the care of his eldest son, Bo-bo, a great lubberly 
boy, who being fond of playing with fire, as younkers of his 
age commonly are, let some sparks escape into a bundle of 
straw, which kindling quickly, spread the conflagration over 
every part of their poor mansion, till it was reduced to ashes. 
Together with the cottage (a sorry antediluvian makeshift of 
a building, you may think it), what was of much more impor- 
tance a fine litter of new-farrowed pigs, no less than nine in 
number, perished. China pigs have been esteemed a luxury 
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all over the East from the remotest periods that we read of. 
Bo-bo was in utmost consternation, as you may think, not so 
much for the sake of the tenement, which his father and he 
could easily build up again with a few dry branches, and the 
labor of an hour or two, at any time, as for the loss of the 
pigs. While he was thinking what he should say to his father, 
and wringing his hands over the smoking remnants of one of 
those untimely sufferers, an odor assailed his nostrils, unlike 
any scent which he had before experienced. What could it 
proceed from? — not from the burnt cottage — he had smelt 
that smell before — indeed this was by no means the first acci- 
dent of the kind which had occurred through the negligence of 
this unlucky young firebrand. Much less did it resemble that 
of any known herb, weed, or flower. A premonitory moistening 
at the same time overflowed his nether lip. He knew not what 
to think. He next stooped down to feel the pig, if there were 
any signs of life in it. He burnt his fingers, and to cool them 
he applied them in his booby fashion to his mouth. Some of 
the crumbs of the scorched skin had come away with his 
fingers, and for the first time in his life (in the world’s life 
indeed, for before him no man had known it) he tasted — 
crackling! Again he felt and fumbled at the pig. It did not 
burn him so much now, still he licked his fingers from a sort 
of habit. The truth at length broke into his slow understand- 
ing, that it was the pig that smelt so, and the pig that tasted so 
delicious; and, surrendering himself up to the newborn pleas- 
ure, he fell to tearing up whole handfuls of the scorched skin 
with the flesh next it, and was cramming it down his throat in 
his beastly fashion, when his sire entered amid the smoking 
rafters, armed with retributory cudgel, and finding how affairs 
stood, began to rain blows upon the young rogue’s shoulders, 
as thick as hailstones, which Bo-bo heeded not any more than 
if they had been flies. The tickling pleasure, which he expe- 
rienced in his lower regions, had rendered him quite callous to 
any inconveniences he might feel in those remote quarters. 
His father might lay on, but he could not beat him from his 
pig, till he had fairly made an end of it, when, becoming a 
little more sensible of his situation, something like the follow- 
ing dialogue ensued. 

“You graceless whelp, what have you got there devouring? 
Is it not enough that you have burnt me down three houses 
with your dog’s tricks, and be hanged to you, but you must be 


A Dissertation Upon Roast Pig 43 


eating fire, and I know not what — what have you got there, 
I say? ” 

“QO, father, the pig, the pig, do come and taste how nice the 
burnt pig eats.” 

The ears of Ho-ti tingled with horror. He cursed his son, 
and he cursed himself that ever he should beget a son that 
should eat burnt pig. ' 

Bo-bo, whose scent was wonderfully sharpened since morn- 
ing, soon raked out another pig, and fairly rending it asunder, 
thrust the lesser half by main force into the fists of Ho-ti, still 
shouting out, “ Eat, eat, eat the burnt pig, father, only taste 
—O Lord,” —with such-like barbarous ejaculations, cram- 
ming all the while as if he would choke. 

Ho-ti trembled in every joint while he grasped the abominable 
thing, wavering whether he should not put his son to death for 
an unnatural young monster, when the crackling scorching his 
fingers, as it had done his son’s, and applying the same remedy 
to them, he in his turn tasted some of its flavor, which, make 
what sour mouths he would for a pretense, proved not alto- 
gether displeasing to him. In conclusion (for the manuscript 
here is a little tedious) both father and son fairly sat down to 
the mess, and never left till they had despatched all that re- 
mained of the litter. 

Bo-bo was strictly enjoined not to let the secret escape, for 
the neighbors would certainly have stoned them for a couple of 
abominable wretches, who could think of improving upon the 
good meat which God had sent them. Nevertheless strange 
stories got about. It was observed that Ho-ti’s cottage was 
burnt down now more frequently than ever. Nothing but fires 
from this time forward. Some would break out in broad day, 
others in the nighttime. As often as the sow farrowed, so sure 
was the house of Ho-ti to be in a blaze; and Ho-ti himself, 
which was the more remarkable, instead of chastising his son, 
seemed to grow more indulgent to him than ever. At length 
they were watched, the terrible mystery discovered, and father 
and son summoned to take their trial at Pekin, then an incon- 
siderable assize town. Evidence was given, the obnoxious food 
itself produced in court, and verdict about to be pronounced, 
when the foreman of the jury begged that some of the burnt 
pig, of which the culprits stood accused, might be handed into 
the box. He handled it, and they all handled it, and burning 
their fingers, as Bo-ho and his father had done before them, 
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and Nature prompting to each of them the same remedy, 
against the face of all the facts, and the clearest charge which 
judge had ever given, —to the surprise of the whole court, 
townsfolk, strangers, reporters, and all present — without leav- 
ing the box, or any manner of consultation whatever, they 
brought in a simultaneous verdict of Not Guilty. 

The judge, who was a shrewd fellow, winked at the manifest 
iniquity of the decision; and, when the court was dismissed, 
went privily, and bought up all the pigs that could be had for 
love or money. In a few days his Lordship’s town house was 
observed to be on fire. The thing took wing, and now there 
was nothing to be seen but fires in every direction. Fuel and 
pigs grew enormously dear all over the district. The insurance 
offices one and all shut up shop. People built slighter and 
slighter every day, until it was feared that the very science of 
architecture would in no long time be lost to the world. Thus 
this custom of firing houses continued, till in process of time, 
says my manuscript, a sage arose, like our Locke, who made a 
discovery, that the flesh of swine, or indeed of any other ani- 
mal, might be cooked (burnt, as they called it) without the 
necessity of consuming a whole house to dress it. Then first 
began the rude form of a gridiron. Roasting by the string, or 
spit, came in a century or two later, I forget in whose dynasty. 
By such slow degrees, concludes the manuscript, do the most 
useful, and seemingly the most obvious arts, make their way 
among mankind. — 

Without placing too implicit faith in the account above 
given, it must be agreed that if a worthy pretext for so danger- 
ous an experiment as setting houses on fire (especially in these 
days) could be assigned in favor of any culinary object, that 
pretext and excuse might be found in ROAsT PIG. 

Of all the delicacies in the whole mundus edibilis, I will 
maintain it to be the most delicate — princeps obsoniorum. 

I speak not of your grown porkers — things between pig and 
pork — those hobbydehoys — but a young and tender suckling 
— under a moon old — guiltless as yet of the sty — with no 
original speck of the amor immunditie, the hereditary failing of 
the first parent, yet manifest — his voice as yet not broken, but 
something between a childish treble, and a grumble — the mild 
forerunner or preludium, of a grunt. 

He must be roasted. I am not ignorant that our ancestors 
ate them seethed, or boiled — but what a sacrifice of the exte- 
rior tegument! 
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There is no flavor comparable, I will contend, to that of the 
crisp, tawny, well-watched, not over-roasted, crackling, as it is 
well called — the very teeth are invited to their share of the 
pleasure at this banquet in overcoming the coy, brittle re- 
sistance — with the adhesive oleaginous — O call it not fat — 
but an indefinable sweetness growing up to it— the tender 
blossoming of fat — fat cropped in the bud —taken in the 
shoot —in the first innocence — the cream and quintessence 
of the child-pig’s yet pure food the lean, no lean, but a | 
kind of animal manna — or, rather, fat and lean (if it must 
be so), so blended and running into each other, that both to- 
gether make but one ambrosian result, or common substance. 

Behold him, while he is doing — it seemed rather a refresh- 
ing warmth, than a scorching heat, that he is so passive to. 
How equably he twirleth round the string! — Now he is just 
done. To see the extreme sensibility of that tender age, he 
hath wept out his pretty eyes—radiant jellies — shooting 
stars — 

See him in the dish, his second cradle, how meek he lieth! 
—wouldst thou have had this innocent grow up to the gross- 
ness and indocility which too often accompany maturer swine- 
hood? ‘Ten to one he would have proved a glutton, a sloven, 
an obstinate, disagreeable animal — wallowing in all manner 
of filthy conversation — from these sins he is happily snatched 
away — 





Ere sin could blight, or sorrow fade, 
Death came with timely care — 


his memory is odoriferous—no clown curseth, while his 
stomach half rejecteth, the rank bacon — no coal-heaver bolt- 
eth him in reeking sausages — he hath a fair sepulchre in the 
grateful stomach of the judicious epicure—and for such a 
tomb might be content to die. 

He is the best of Sapors. Pineapple is great. She is indeed 
almost too transcendent —a delight, if not sinful, yet so like 
to sinning, that really a tender-conscienced person would do 
well to pause — too ravishing for mortal taste, she woundeth 
and excoriateth the lips that approach her — like lovers’ kisses, 
she biteth—she is a pleasure bordering on pain from the 
fierceness and insanity of her relish — but she stoppeth at the 
palate — she meddleth not with the appetite — and the coarsest 
hunger might barter her consistently for a mutton chop. 

Pig — let me speak his praise — is no less provocative of the 
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appetite, than he is satisfactory to the criticalness of the cen- 
sorious palate. The strong man may batten on him, and weak- 
ling refuseth not his mild juices. 

Unlike to mankind’s mixed characters, a bundle of virtues 
and vices, inexplicably intertwisted, and not to be unraveled 
without hazard, he is — good throughout. No part of him is 
better or worse than another. He helpeth, as far as his little 
means extend, all around. He is the least envious of banquets. 
He is all neighbors’ fare. 

I am one of those who freely and ungrudgingly impart a 
share of the good things of this life which fall to their lot (few 
as mine are in this kind) to a friend. I protest I take as great 
an interest in my friend’s pleasures, his relishes, and proper 
satisfactions, as in mine own. “ Presents,” I often say, “ en- 
dear Absents.”’ Hares, pheasants, partridges, snipes, barndoor 
chickens (those “ tame vilatic fowl”), capons, plovers, brawn, 
barrels of oysters, I dispense as freely as I receive them. I 
love to taste them, as it were, upon the tongue of my friend. 
But a stop must be put somewhere. One would not, like Lear, 
“ give everything.” I make stand upon pig. Methinks it is an 
ingratitude to the Giver of all good flavors, to extra-domiciliate, 
or send out of the house, slightly (under pretext of friendship, 
of I know not what), a blessing so particularly adapted, pre- 
destined, I may say, to my individual palate—it argues an 
insensibility. 

I remember a touch of conscience in this kind at school. 
My good old aunt, who never parted from me at the end of a 
holiday without stuffing a sweetmeat, or some nice thing, into 
my pocket, had dismissed me one evening with a smoking 
plum-cake, fresh from the oven. In my way to school (it was 
over London Bridge) a gray-headed old beggar saluted me (I 
have no doubt at this time of day that he was a counterfeit). 
I had no pence to console him with, and in the vanity of self- 
denial, and the very coxcombry of charity, schoolboy like, I 
made him a present of — the whole cake. I walked on a little, 
buoyed up, as one is on such occasions, with a sweet soothing 
of self-satisfaction; but before I had got to the end of the 
bridge, my better feelings returned, and I burst into tears, 
thinking how ungrateful I had been to my good aunt, to go and 
give her good gift away to a stranger, that I had never seen 
before, and who might be a bad man for aught I knew; and 
then I thought of the pleasure my aunt would be taking in 
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thinking that I—I myself, and not another — would eat her 
nice cake — and what should I say to her the next time I saw 
her — how naughty I was to part with her pretty present — 
and the odor of that spicy cake came back upon my recollection, 
and the pleasure and the curiosity I had taken in seeing her 
make it, and her joy when she sent it to the oven, and how 
disappointed she would feel that I had never had a bit of it 
in my mouth at last — and I blamed my impertinent spirit of 
alms-giving, and out-of-place hypocrisy of goodness, and above 
all I wished never to see the face again of that insidious, good- 
for-nothing, old gray impostor. 

Our ancestors were nice in their method of sacrificing these 
tender victims. We read of pigs whipped to death with some- 
thing of a shock, as we hear of any other obsolete custom. The 
age of discipline is gone by, or it would be curious to inquire 
(in a philosophical light merely) what effect this process might 
have towards intenerating and dulcifying a substance, naturally 
so mild and dulcet as the flesh of young pigs. It looks like 
refining a violet. Yet we should be cautious, while we con- 
demn the inhumanity, how we censure the wisdom of the prac- 
tice. It might impart a gusto — 

I remember an hypothesis, argued upon by the young stu- 
dents, when I was at St. Omer’s, and maintained with much 
learning and pleasantry on both sides, “ Whether, supposing 
that the flavor of a pig who obtained his death by whipping 
(per flagellationem extremam) superadded a pleasure upon the 
palate of a man more intense than any possible suffering we 
can conceive in the animal, is man justified in using that 
method of putting the animal to death? ” I forget the decision. 

His sauce should be considered. Decidedly, a few bread 
crumbs, done up with his liver and brains, and a dash of mild 
sage. But banish, dear Mrs. Cook, I beseech you, the whole 
onion tribe. Barbecue your whole hogs to your palate, steep 
them in shalots, stuff them out with plantations of the rank and 
guilty garlic; you cannot poison them, or make them stronger 
than they are — but consider, he is a weakling — a flower. 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. Can you explain why this essay of Lamb’s is included in almost 
every collection of essays for schools? 

2. Select any other custom or institution which has become common- 
place; make up an explanation of its social origin. 
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3. How is Lamb’s personality revealed in this essay? 

4. Find passages which show keenness, precision, humor, reverence 
for the past. 

5. Find quaint turns of speech, good phrasing. 

6. Does the narrative element help the essay? 

4. In what mood does Lamb leave you? What is your personal feel- 
ing toward him? 


SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


1. A Dissertation on— . (Give the origin of any other common 
thing or custom, as Lamb explains roast pig.) 

2. The Pleasures of Eating. 

3. The Humor of Charles Lamb. 

4. Proper Topics of Conversation at the Dinner Table. 

5. The Importance of Food in Books I Have Read. (The Cratchets’ 
Christmas dinner, etc.) 


MARK TWAIN 


Ir is a significant thing that the three really great books written by 
Mark Twain — The Adventures of Tom Sawyer, Huckleberry Finn, The 
Tragedy of Pudd’nhead Wilson —are books that can be enjoyed alike 
by growing boy and experienced man. Their keynote is simplicity, and 
yet with humor and pathos they preserve vividly for all time the 
memory of a vanished civilization, that of the Mississippi valley in 
the days before the Civil War. All great work is simple. 

The Mississippi valley is where the author of those three books was 
born and reared and where he passed the happiest days of his manhood. 
Mark Twain was the penname of Samuel Langhorne Clemens (1835- 
1910), who was born at Florida, Missouri, and grew up at Hannibal, 
another Missouri town on the banks of the Mississippi. His father, 
a country merchant hailing from Tennessee, died when Sam was aged 
twelve, and the boy went out early into the world to earn money. He 
wandered widely as a journeyman printer. 

Then at seventeen he became the pilot of a Mississippi river boat. 
Those were happy days, as he has recalled in his Life on the Mississippi, 
which was published in 1883. They lasted for an all too brief nine 
years, and then the outbreak of the Civil War in 1861 put an end to the 
occupation of pilot. 

Sam went to the Nevada gold mines, found no gold, and sought 
money instead by writing contributions to the newspapers. The con- 
tributions that were funny got accepted, and Clemens found himself 
becoming a humorist. For a time he worked on a newspaper in San 
Francisco, until in 1867 he joined a party bound on a holiday jaunt to 
the Mediterranean. The result of that tour was his first book, The 
Innocents Abroad. It attained a great popularity. He next edited a 
paper in Buffalo, where he met Olivia Langdon, the girl whom he mar- 
ried. They went to live in Hartford, Connecticut. 

Mark Twain lost a lot of money in the collapse of a publishing house 
of which he was a member, but soon recouped himself with his earn- 
ings as a writer. He acquired a wide fame, not only in the United 
States, but all over the world, and when he visited Europe he was re- 
ceived with great pomp. While he lived he was known chiefly as a 
comic writer, but it is in the books mentioned above that he did his 
best work. On their account is he to be set beside Cervantes, the 
greatest of Spanish authors, and Moliére, the greatest of French authors. 

This paper is the first chapter of his book, Personal Recollections of 
Joan of Arc, in which, albeit with a light touch, he treats the savior of 
France in the fifteenth century with the greatest respect. 
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Saint Joan of Arc 


Tue evidence furnished at the Trials and Rehabilitation sets 
forth Joan of Arc’s strange and beautiful history in clear and 
minute detail. Among all the multitude of biographies that 
freight the shelves of the world’s libraries, t/is is the only one 
whose validity is confirmed to us by oath. It gives us a vivid 
picture of a career and a personality of so extraordinary a char- 
acter that we are helped to accept them as actualities by the 
very fact that both are beyond the inventive reach of fiction. 
The public part of the career occupied only a mere breath of 
time —it covered but two years; but what a career it was! 
The personality which made it possible is one to be reverently 
studied, loved, and marveled at, but not to be wholly under- 
stood and accounted for by even the most searching analysis. 


Notre.— The Official Record of the Trials and Rehabilitation of 
Joan of Arc is the most remarkable history that exists in any language; 
yet there are few people in the world who can say they have read it: 
in England and America it has hardly been heard of. 

Three hundred years ago Shakespeare did not know the true story 
of Joan of Arc; in his day it was unknown even in France. For four 
hundred years it existed rather as a vaguely defined romance than as 
definite and authentic history. The true story remained buried in the 
official archives of France from the Rehabilitation of 1456 until Qui- 
cherat dug it out and gave it to the world two generations ago, in lucid 
and understandable modern French. It is a deeply fascinating story. 
But only in the Official Trials and Rehabilitation can it be found in its 
entirety. — M. T. 


In Joan of Arc at the age of sixteen there was no promise 
of a romance. She lived in a dull little village on the frontiers 
of civilization; she had been nowhere and had seen nothing; 
she knew none but simple shepherd folk; she had never seen 
a person of note; she hardly knew what a soldier looked like; 
she had never ridden a horse, nor had a warlike weapon in her 
hand; she could neither read nor write: she could spin and 
sew; she knew her catechism and her prayers and the fabulous 
histories of the saints, and this was all her learning. That was 
Joan at sixteen. What did she know of law? of evidence? of 
courts? of the attorney’s trade? of legal procedure? Nothing. 
Less than nothing. Thus exhaustively equipped with igno- 
rance, she went before the court at Toul to contest a false 
charge of breach of promise of marriage; she conducted her 


50 


Saint Joan of Arc . 51 


cause herself, without any one’s help or advice or any one’s 
friendly sympathy, and won it. _ She called no witnesses of her 
own, but vanquished the prosecution by using with deadly 
effectiveness its own testimony. The astonished judge threw 
oa case out of court, and spoke of her as “ this marvelous 

ild.” 

She went to the veteran Commandant of Vaucouleurs and 
demanded an escort of soldiers, saying she must march to the 
help of the King of France, since she was commissioned of 
God to win back his lost kingdom for him and set the crown 
upon his head. The Commandant said, “ What, you? You 
are only a child.” And he advised that she be taken back to 
her village and have her ears boxed. But she said she must 
obey God, and would come again, and again, and yet again, 
and finally she would get the soldiers. She said truly. In time 
he yielded, after months of delay and refusal, and gave her 
the soldiers; and took off his sword and gave her that, and 
said, ‘‘ Go —and let come what may.” She made her long and 
perilous journey through the enemy’s country, and spoke with 
the King, and convinced him. Then she was summoned before 
the University of Poitiers to prove that she was commissioned 
of God and not of Satan, and daily during three. weeks she sat 
before that learned congress unafraid, and capably answered 
their deep questions out of her ignorant but able head and her 
simple and honest heart; and again she won her case, and with 
it the wondering admiration of all that august company. 

And now, aged seventeen, she was made Commander-in- 
Chief, with a prince of the royal house and the veteran generals 
of France for subordinates; and at the head of the first army 
she had ever seen, she marched to Orleans, carried the com- 
manding fortresses of the enemy by storm in three desperate 
assaults, and in ten days raised a siege which had defied the 
might of France for seven months. 

After a tedious and insane delay caused by the King’s in- 
stability of character and the treacherous counsels of his minis- 
ters, she got permission to take the field again. She took 
Jargeau by storm; then Meung; she forced Beaugency to 
surrender; then — in the open field — she won the memorable 
victory of Patay against Talbot, “ the English lion,” and broke 
the back of the Hundred Years’ War. It was a campaign which 
cost but seven weeks of time; yet the political results would 
have been cheap if the time expended had been fifty years. 
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Patay, that unsung and now long-forgotten battle, was the 
Moscow of the English power in France; from the blow struck 
that day it was destined never to recover. It was the beginning 
of the end of an alien dominion which had ridden France inter- 
mittently for three hundred years. 

Then followed the great campaign of the Loire, the capture 
of Troyes by assault, and the triumphal march past surrender- 
ing towns and fortresses to Rheims, where Joan put the crown 
upon her King’s head in the Cathedral, amid wild public re- 
joicings, and with her old peasant father there to see these 
things and believe his eyes if he could. She had restored the 
crown and the lost sovereignty; the King was grateful for once 
in his shabby poor life, and asked her to name her reward and 
have it. She asked for nothing for herself, but begged that 
the taxes of her native village might be remitted forever. The 
prayer was granted, and the promise kept for three hundred 
and sixty years. Then it was broken, and remains broken 
today. France was very poor then, she is very rich now; but 
she has been collecting those taxes for more than a hundred 
years. 

Joan asked one other favor: that now that her mission was 
fulfilled she might be allowed to go back to her village and take 
up her humble life again with her mother and the friends of 
her childhood; for she had no pleasure in the cruelties of war, 
and the sight of blood and suffering wrung her heart. Some- 
times in battle she did not draw her sword, lest in the splendid 
madness of the onset she might forget herself and take an 
enemy’s life with it. In the Rouen Trials, one of her quaintest 
speeches — coming from the gentle and girlish source it did — 
was her naive remark that she had “never killed any one.” 
Her prayer for leave to go back to the rest and peace of her 
village home was not granted. 

Then she wanted to march at once upon Paris, take it, and 
drive the English out of France. She was hampered in all the 
ways that treachery and the King’s vacillation could devise, 
but she forced her way to Paris at last, and fell badly wounded 
in a successful assault upon one of the gates. Of course her 
men lost heart at once—she was the only heart they had. 
They fell back. She begged to be allowed to remain at the 
front, saying victory was sure. “TI will take Paris now or 
die! ” she said. But she was removed from the field by force; 
the King ordered a retreat, and actually disbanded his army. 
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In accordance with a beautiful old military custom Joan de- 
voted her silver armor and hung it up in the Cathedral of 
St. Denis. Its great days were over. 

Then, by command, she followed the King and his frivolous 
court and endured a gilded captivity for a time, as well as her 
free spirit could; and whenever inaction became unbearable 
she gathered some men together and rode away and assaulted 
a stronghold and captured it. 

At last in a sortie against the enemy, from Compiégne, on 
the 24th of May (when she was turned eighteen), she was her- 
self captured, after a gallant fight. It was her last battle. 
She was to follow the drums no more. 

Thus ended the briefest epoch-making military career known 
to history. It lasted only a year and a month, but it found 
France an English province, and furnishes the reason that 
France is France today and not an English province still. 
Thirteen months! It was, indeed, a short career; but in the 
centuries that have since elapsed five hundred millions of 
Frenchmen have lived and died blest by the benefactions it 
conferred; and so long as France shall endure, the mighty 
debt must grow. And France is grateful; we often hear her 
say it. Also thrifty: she collects the Domremy taxes. 


TWENTY-FIVE years afterward the Process of Rehabilitation 
was instituted, there being a growing doubt as to the validity 
of a sovereignty that had been rescued and set upon its feet by 
a person who had been proven by the Church to be a witch and 
a familiar of evil spirits. Joan’s old generals, her secretary, 
several aged relations and other villagers of Domremy, sur- 
viving judges and secretaries of the Rouen and Poitiers Proc- 
esses —a cloud of witnesses, some of whom had been her 
enemies and persecutors — came and made oath and testified ; 
and what they said was written down. In that sworn testimony 
the moving and beautiful history of Joan of Arc is laid bare, 
from her childhood to her martyrdom. From the verdict she 
rises stainlessly pure, in mind and heart, in speech and deed 
and spirit, and will so endure to the end of time. 

She is the Wonder of the Ages. And when we consider her 
origin, her early circumstances, her sex, and that she did all 
the things upon which her renown rests while she was still a 
young girl, we recognize that while our race continues she will 
be also the Riddle of the Ages. When we set about accounting 
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for a Napoleon or a Shakespeare or a Raphael or a Wagner 
or an Edison or other extraordinary person, we understand that 
the measure of his talent will not explain the whole result, nor 
even the largest part of it; no, it is the atmosphere in which 
the talent was cradled that explains; it is the training which it 
received while it grew, the nurture it got from reading, study, 
example, the encouragement it gathered from self-recognition 
and recognition from the outside at each stage of its develop- 
ment: when we know all these details, then we know why the 
man was ready when his opportunity came. We should ex- 
pect Edison’s surroundings and atmosphere to have the largest 
share in discovering him to himself and to the world; and we 
should expect him to live and die undiscovered in a land where 
an inventor could find no comradeship, no sympathy, no ambi- 
tion-rousing atmosphere of recognition and applause — Da- 
homey, for instance. Dahomey could not find an Edison out; 
in Dahomey an Edison could not find himself out. Broadly 
speaking, genius is not born with sight, but blind; and it is not 
itself that opens its eyes, but the subtle influences of a myriad 
of stimulating exterior circumstances. 

We all know this to be not a guess, but a mere commonplace 
fact, a truism. Lorraine was Joan of Arc’s Dahomey. And 
there the Riddle confronts us. We can understand how she 
could be born with military genius, with leonine courage, with 
incomparable fortitude, with a mind which was in several par- 
ticulars a prodigy—a mind which included among its spe- 
cialties the lawyer’s gift of detecting traps laid by the adversary 
in cunning and treacherous arrangements of seemingly innocent 
words, the orator’s gift of eloquence, the advocate’s gift of pre- 
senting a case in clear and compact form, the judge’s gift of 
sorting and weighing evidence, and finally, something recog- 
nizable as more than a mere trace of the statesman’s gift of un- 
derstanding a political situation and how to make profitable 
use of such opportunities as it offers; we can comprehend how 
she could be born with these great qualities, but we cannot 
comprehend how they became immediately usable and effective 
without the developing forces of a sympathetic atmosphere and 
the training which comes of teaching, study, practice — years 
of practice — and the crowning and perfecting help of a thou- 
sand mistakes. We can understand how the possibilities of the 
future perfect peach are all lying hid in the humble bitter- 
almond, but we cannot conceive of the peach springing directly 
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from the almond without the intervening long seasons of pa- 
tient cultivation and development. Out of a cattle-pasturing 
peasant village lost in the remotenesses of an unvisited wil- 
derness and atrophied with ages of stupefaction and ignorance 
we cannot see a Joan of Arc issue equipped to the last detail 
for her amazing career and hope to be able to explain the riddle 
of it, labor at it as we may. 

It is beyond us. All the rules fail in this girl’s case. In 
the world’s history she stands alone — quite alone. Others 
have been great in their first public exhibitions of generalship, 
valor, legal talent, diplomacy, fortitude; but always their 
previous years and associations had been in a larger or smaller 
degree a preparation for these things. There have been no 
exceptions to the rule. But Joan was competent in a law case 
at sixteen without ever having seen a law book or a court- 
house before; she had no training in soldiership and no asso- 
ciations with it, yet she was a competent general in her first 
campaign; she was brave in her first battle, yet her courage had 
had no education— not even the education which a boy’s 
courage gets from never-ceasing reminders that it is not per- 
missible in a boy to be a coward, but only in a girl; friendless, 
alone, ignorant, in the blossom of her youth, she sat week after 
week, a prisoner in chains, before her assemblage of judges, 
enemies hunting her to her death, the ablest minds in France, 
and answered them out of an untaught wisdom which over- 
matched their learning, baffled their tricks and treacheries with 
a native sagacity which compelled their wonder, and scored 
every day a victory against these incredible odds and camped 
unchallenged on the field. In the history of the human intel- 
lect, untrained, inexperienced, and using only its birthright 
equipment of untried capacities, there is nothing which ap- 
proaches this. Joan of Arc stands alone, and must continue 
to stand alone, by reason of the unfellowed fact that in the 
things wherein she was great she was so without shade or sug- 
gestion of help from preparatory teaching, practice, environ- 
ment, or experience. There is no one to compare her with, 
none to measure her by; for all others among the illustrious 
grew toward their high place in an atmosphere and surround- 
ings which discovered their gift to them and nourished it and 
promoted it, intentionally or unconsciously. There have been 
other young generals, but they were not girls; young generals, 
but they had been soldiers before they were generals: she 
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began as a general; she commanded the first army she ever 
saw; she led it from victory to victory, and never lost a battle 
with it; there have been young commanders-in-chief, but none 
so young as she: she is the only soldier in history who has 
held the supreme command of a nation’s armies at the age of 
seventeen. 

Her history has still another feature which sets her apart 
and leaves her without fellow or competitor: there have been 
many uninspired prophets, but she was the only one who ever 
ventured the daring detail of naming, along with a foretold 
event, the event’s precise nature, the special time-limit within 
which it would occur, and the place— and scored fulfillment. 
At Vaucouleurs she said she must go to the King and be made 
his general, and break the English power, and crown her sov- 
ereign — “at Rheims.” It all happened. It was all to happen 
“next year ”’— and it did. She foretold her first wound and 
its character and date a month in advance, and the prophecy 
was recorded in a public record-book three weeks in advance. 
She repeated it the morning of the date named, and it was 
fulfilled before night. At Tours she foretold the limit of her 
military career — saying it would end in one year from the 
time of its utterance —and she was right. She foretold her 
martyrdom — using that word, and naming a time three 
months away — and again she was right. At a time when 
France seemed hopelessly and permanently in the hands of the 
English she twice asserted in her prison before her judges that 
within seven years the English would meet with a mightier 
disaster than had been the fall of Orleans: it happened within 
five — the fall of Paris. Other prophecies of hers came true, 
both as to the event named and the time-limit prescribed. 

She was deeply religious, and believed that she had daily 
speech with angels; that she saw them face to face, and that 
they counseled her, comforted and heartened her, and brought 
commands to her direct from God. She had a childlike faith 
in the heavenly origin of her apparitions and her Voices, and 
not any threat of any form of death was able to frighten it 
out of her loyal heart. She was a beautiful and simple and 
lovable character. In the records of the Trials this comes out 
in clear and shining detail. She was gentle and winning and 
affectionate; she loved her home and friends and her village 
life; she was miserable in the presence of pain and suffering; 
she was full of compassion: on the field of her most splendid 
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victory she forgot her triumphs to hold in her lap the head of 
a dying enemy and comfort his passing spirit with pitying 
words; in an age when it was common to slaughter prisoners 
she stood dauntless between hers and harm, and saved them 
alive; she was forgiving, generous, unselfish, magnanimous; 
she was pure from all spot or stain of baseness. And always 
she was a girl; and dear and worshipful, as is meet for that 
estate: when she fell wounded, the first time, she was fright- 
ened, and cried when she saw her blood gushing from her 
breast; but she was Joan of Arc! and when presently she 
found that her generals were sounding the retreat, she stag- 
gered to her feet and led the assault again and took that place 
by storm. 

There is no blemish in that rounded and beautiful character. 

How strange it is! —that almost invariably the artist re- 
members only one detail — one minor and meaningless detail 
of the personality of Joan of Arc: to wit, that she was a peas- 
ant girl — and forgets all the rest; and so he paints her as a 
strapping middle-aged fishwoman, with costume to match, 
and in her face the spirituality of a ham. He is slave to his 
one idea, and forgets to observe that the supremely great souls 
are never lodged in gross bodies. No brawn, no muscle, could 
endure the work that their bodies must do; they do their mir- 
acles by the spirit, which has fifty times the strength and stay- 
ing-power of brawn and muscle. The Napoleons are little, not 
big; and they work twenty hours in the twenty-four, and come 
up fresh, while the big soldiers with the little hearts faint 
around them with fatigue. We know what Joan of Arc was 
like, without asking — merely by what she did. The artist 
should paint her spirit — then he could not fail to paint her 
body aright. She would rise before us, then, a vision to win 
us, not repel: a lithe young slender figure, instinct with “ the 
unbought grace of youth,” dear and bonny and lovable, the 
face beautiful, and transfigured with the light of that lustrous 
intellect and the fires of that unquenchable spirit. 

Taking into account, as I have suggested before, all the cir- 
cumstances — her origin, youth, sex, illiteracy, early environ- 
ment, and the obstructing conditions under which she exploited 
her high gifts and made her conquests in the field and before 
the courts that tried her for her life — she is easily and by far 
the most extraordinary person the human race has ever pro- 
duced. 
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QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. In what ways does Twain make you feel a sympathy for Joan? 
How does he reveal his own attitude towards his subject? 
2. In what way is Joan’s biography unique among biographies of the 
world? Why is this distinction so important to Twain? 
3. What were the facts of her early life which seemed to give no hint 
of any future greatness? 
4. Point out the obstacles which continually made her work difficult. 
5. In what sense is Joan “ the Wonder and the Riddle of the ages ” ? 
6. Discuss Twain’s treatment of her supernatural powers. 
7. What does the author think of the portraits which artists have 
given us of Joan? How should she look? 
8. Do the illustrators of books usually please you with their concep- 
tions of your favorite characters? Why? 
9. What kind of writing do you associate with the author? Did this 
serious essay interest and please you? Why? 
10. List five books of Twain which high school students would enjoy 
reading. 


SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. A Pen Picture of Joan of Arc. 

. The Child Joan, 

. Joan of Arc in Pictures. 

. Dialogue between Two Soldiers after Joan’s Victory. 
. Joan of Arc, the Dreamer. 
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CHRISTOPHER MORLEY 


Mr. CurisToPpHER Mortey (b. 1890) is of English parentage. His father, 
Mr. Frank Morley, who has been professor of mathematics in Johns 
Hopkins University since 1900, was born at Woodbridge, Suffolk, and his 
mother comes from Sussex. Also, after he had wrested an A.B. from 
Haverford College, Pennsylvania, he himself, as a Rhodes scholar, resided 
from tIogto to 1913 at New College, Oxford. From these sources, no 
doubt, did he acquire his love of those favorite old English institutions, 
shandygaff, mince pie, plum pudding, and pipefuls, a love so real that 
he has given their names to four of his many volumes of charming 
essays. Among those loves perhaps the greatest is Mr. Morley’s love 
of pipefuls; in the subway or in his sleep are the only times, so his 
intimates declare, when he is not puffing at a formidable contrivance 
with wide, curved stem and deep-bellied bowl. That certainly is a true 
English habit, and English too are his taste for George Santayana’s 
writings and his gift for light fantastic prose or verse of his own. The 
quality of this prose is well shown in Where the Blue Begins, that tale of 
the dog who left home, as a boy might do, in search of adventure. 

Essays, verse, fantasies, and short stories —the number of books to 
Mr. Morley’s name would do credit to any man of thirty-six. The amaz- 
ing thing is that almost all have been written while he performed the 
daily duties of a job. From the time he came back from Oxford until 
1917 he was with Doubleday, Page and Company; he left that firm for 
the Ladies’ Home Journal, which in turn he abandoned a year later for 
the Philadelphia Evening Public Ledger. Then in 1920 he joined the 
New Vork Evening Post as its columnist, conducting therein “ The Bowl- 
ing Green” for the delectation of all who shared his catholic tastes for 
books, tobacco, and such seafaring men as Captain David W. Bone, the 
author of The Lookout Man, and William McFee, the novelist, not to 
mention the great Joseph Conrad. Even the three years in Philadelphia 
yielded its harvest in the volume, Travels in Philadelphia. But the 
prescient might have predicted early that Mr. Morley would have no 
difficulty in writing books while getting to an office each morning and 
spending most of the day there. For during his arduous career as an 
Oxford undergraduate he found opportunity for his very first excursion 
between covers, The Eighth Sin, which was published when he was 
twenty-two. Five years then elapsed before the next book, Parnassus 
on Wheels. ‘ i 

In 1924 he left the Evening Post and settled to his most ambitious 
feat so far, the writing of a novel, Thunder on the Left. It came out 
late in 1925 and proved a huge success, 60,000 copies being sold in 
the first six weeks of its existence. 
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On Unanswering Letters * 


TERE are a great many people who really believe in answering 
letters the day they are received, just as there are people who 
go to the movies at nine o’clock in the morning; but these 
people are stunted and queer. 

It is a great mistake. Such crass and breathless promptness 
takes away a great deal of the pleasure of correspondence. 

The psychological didoes involved in receiving letters and 
making up one’s mind to answer them are very complex. lf 
the tangled process could be clearly analyzed and its component 
involutions isolated for inspection we might reach a clearer 
comprehension of that curious bag of tricks, the efficient Mas- 
culine Mind. 

Take Bill F., for instance, a man so delightful that even 
to contemplate his existence puts us in good humor and makes 
us think well of a world that can exhibit an individual equally 
comely in mind, body and estate. Every now and then we get 
a letter from Bill, and immediately we pass into a kind of 
trance, in which our mind rapidly enunciates the ideas, 
thoughts, surmises and contradictions that we would like to 
write to him in reply. We think what fun it would be to sit 
right down and churn the inkwell, spreading speculation and 
cynicism over a number of sheets of foolscap to be wafted 
Billward. 

Sternly we repress the impulse for we know that the shock 
to Bill of getting so immediate a retort would surely unhinge 
the well-fitted panels of his intellect. 

We add his letter to the large delta of unanswered mail on 
our desk, taking occasion to turn the mass over once or twice 
and run through it in a brisk, smiling mood, thinking of all 
the jolly letters we shall write some day. 

After Bill’s letter has lain on the pile for a fortnight or so 
it has been gently silted over by about twenty other pleasantly 
postponed manuscripts. Coming upon it by chance, we reflect 
that any specific problems raised by Bill in that manifesto will 
by this time have settled themselves. And his random specu- 
lations upon household management and human destiny will 
probably have taken a new slant by now, so that to answer his 
letter in its own tune will not be congruent with his present 
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fevers. We had better bide a wee until we really have some- 
- thing of circumstance to impart. 

We wait a week. 

By this time a certain sense of shame has begun to invade 
the privacy of our brain. We feel that to answer that letter 
now would be an indelicacy. Better to pretend that we never 
got it. By and by Bill will write again and then we will an- 
swer promptly. We put the letter back in the middle of the 
heap and think what a fine chap Bill is. But he knows we 
love him, so it doesn’t really matter whether we write or not. 

Another week passes by, and no further communication from 
Bill. We wonder whether he does love us as much as we 
thought. Still— we are too proud to write and ask. 

A few days later a new thought strikes us. Perhaps Bill 
thinks we have died and he is annoyed because he wasn’t in- 
vited to the funeral. Ought we to wire him? No, because 
after all we are not dead, and even if he thinks we are, his 
subsequent relief at hearing the good news of our survival will 
outweigh his bitterness during the interval. One of these days 
we will write him a letter that will really express our heart, 
filled with all the grindings and gear-work of our mind, rich 
in affection and fallacy. But we had better let it ripen and 
mellow for a while. Letters, like wines, accumulate bright 
fumes and bubblings if kept under cork. 

Presently we turn over that pile of letters again. We find 
in the lees of the heap two or three that have gone for six 
months and can safely be destroyed. Bill is still on our mind, 
but in a pleasant, dreamy kind of way. He does not ache or 
twinge us as he did a month ago. It is fine to have old friends 
like that and keep in touch with them. We wonder how he is 
and whether he has two children or three. Splendid old Bill! 

By this time we have written Bill several letters in imagina- 
tion and enjoyed doing so, but the matter of sending him an 
actual letter has begun to pall. The thought no longer has the 
savor and vivid sparkle it had once. When one feels like that 
it is unwise to write. Letters should be spontaneous outpour- 
ings: they should never be undertaken merely from a sense 
of duty. We know that Bill wouldn’t want to get a letter that 
was dictated by a feeling of obligation. 

Another fortnight or so elapsing, it occurs to us that we 
have entirely forgotten what Bill said to us in that letter. We 
take it out and con it over. Delightful fellow! It is full of 


62 Christopher Morley 


his own felicitous kinks of whim, though some of it sounds a 
little old-fashioned by now. It seems a bit stale, has lost some 
of its freshness and surprise. Better not answer it just yet, for 
Christmas will soon be here and we shall have to write then 
anyway. We wonder, can Bill hold out until Christmas with- 
out a letter? 

We have been rereading some of those imaginary letters 
to Bill that have been dancing in our head. They are full of 
all sorts of fine stuff. If Bill ever gets them he will know how 
we love him. To use O. Henry’s immortal joke, we have days 
of Damon and Knights of Pythias writing those uninked letters 
to Bill. A curious thought has come to us. Perhaps it would 
be better if we never saw Bill again. It is very difficult to talk 
to a man when you like him so much. It is much easier to 
write in the sweet fantastic strain. We are so inarticulate 
when face to face. If Bill comes to town we will leave word 
that we have gone away. Good old Bill! He will always bea 
precious memory. 

A few days later a sudden frenzy sweeps over us, and though 
we have many pressing matters on hand, we mobilize pen and 
paper and literary shock troops and prepare to hurl several bat- 
talions at Bill. But, strangely enough, our utterance seems 
stilted and stiff. We have nothing to say. My dear Bill, we 
begin, it seems a long time since we heard from you. Why 
don’t you write? We still love you, in spite of all your short- 
comings. 

That doesn’t seem very cordial. We muse over the pen and 
nothing comes. Bursting with affection, we are unable to say 
a word. 

Just then the phone rings. ‘ Hello? ” we say. 

It is Bill, come to town unexpectedly. 

“Good old fish! ” we cry, ecstatic. “Meet you at the 
corner of Tenth and Chestnut in five minutes.” 

We tear up the unfinished letter. Bill will never know how 
much we love him. Perhaps it is just as well. It is very em- 
barrassing to have your friends know how you feel about them. 
When we meet him we will be a little bit on our guard. It 
would not be well to be betrayed into any extravagance of 
cordiality. 

And perhaps a not altogether false little story could be 
written about a man who never visited those most dear to him, 
because it panged him so to say good-by when he had to leave. 
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QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 
Just where has the author described your own emotions in “ un- 


answering letters” ? If you are prompt in answering letters, what are 
the pleasurable emotions resulting from promptness? 


2. 
ae 


Describe your own emotional stages in “ unanswering”’ a letter. 
Describe your. feeling in rereading old letters, those you have 


written as well as those you have received. 


4. 
Be 
6. 
7. 


TAMBWHH 


List several titles for essays which the reading of this stimulated. 
Would you enjoy knowing Christopher Morley? Why? 

What are the qualities of a good letter? 

Write a letter which embodies these attractive qualities. 


SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. On “ Unpreparing ” Lessons. 
. On Postponing a Dreaded Interview. 


My Favorite Correspondent. 


. Uninked Letters. 

. The Jolly Letters I Am Going to Write Some Day. 
. Christmas Card Correspondents. 

. If My Desk Could Speak. 


What Men Live By * 
By CHRISTOPHER MORLEY 


Wuat a delicate and rare and gracious art is the art of con- 
versation! With what a dexterity and skill the bubble of 
speech must be maneuvered if mind is to meet and mingle 
with mind. 

There is no sadder disappointment than to realize that a 
conversation has been a complete failure. By which we mean 
that it has failed in blending or isolating for contrast the ideas, 
opinions, and surmises of two eager minds. So often a conver- 
sation is shipwrecked by the very eagerness of one member to 
contribute. There must be give and take, parry and thrust, 
patience to hear and judgment to utter. How uneasy is the 
qualm as one looks back on an hour’s talk and sees that the 
opportunity was wasted; the precious instant of intercourse 
gone forever: the secrets of the heart still incommunicate! 
Perhaps we were too anxious to hurry the moment, to enforce 
our own theory, to adduce instance from our own experience. 
Perhaps we were not patient enough to wait until our friend 
could express himself with ease and happiness. Perhaps we 
squandered the dialogue in tangent topics, in a multitude of 
irrelevances. 

How few, how few are those gifted for real talk! There are 
fine merry fellows, full of mirth and shrewdly minted obser- 
vation, who will not abide by one topic, who must always be 
lashing out upon some new byroad, snatching at every bush 
they pass. They are too excitable, too ungoverned for the 
joys of patient intercourse. Talk is so solemn a rite it should 
be approached with prayer and must be conducted with nicety 
and forbearance. What steadiness and sympathy are needed 
if the thread of thought is to be unwound without tangles or 
snapping! What forbearance, while each of the pair, after 
tentative gropings here and yonder, feels his way toward truth 
as he sees it. So often two in talk are like men standing back 
to back, each trying to describe to the other what he sees and 
disputing because their visions do not tally. It takes a little 
time for minds to turn face to face. 
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Very often conversations are better among three than be- 
tween two, for the reason that then one of the trio is always, 
unconsciously, acting as umpire, interposing fair play, recalling 
wandering wits to the nub of the argument, seeing that the 
aggressiveness of one does no foul to the reticence of another. 
Talk in twos may, alas! fall into speaker and listener: talk in 
threes rarely does so. 

It is little realized how slowly, how painfully, we approach 
the expression of truth. We are so variable, so anxious to be 
polite, and alternately swayed by caution or anger. Our mind 
oscillates like a pendulum: it takes some time for it to come 
to rest. And then, the proper allowance and correction has to 
be made for our individual vibrations that prevent accuracy. 
Even the compass needle doesn’t point the true north, but only 
the magnetic north. Similarly our minds at best can but indi- 
cate magnetic truth, and are distorted by many things that act 
as iron filings do on the compass. The necessity of holding 
one’s job: what an iron filing that is on the compass card of a 
man’s brain! 

We are all afraid of truth: we keep a battalion of our pet 
prejudices and precautions ready to throw into the argument as 
shock troops, rather than let our fortress of Truth be stormed. 
We have smoke bombs and decoy ships and all manner of 
cunning colorizations by which we conceal our innards from 
our friends, and even from ourselves. How we fume and fidget, 
how we bustle and dodge rather than commit ourselves. 

In days of hurry and complication, in the incessant pressure 
of human problems that thrust our days behind us, does one 
never dream of a way of life in which talk would be honored 
and exalted to its proper place in the sun? What a zest there 
is in that intimate unreserved exchange of thought, in the pur- 
suit of the magical bluebird of joy and human satisfaction 
that may be seen flitting distantly through the branches of life. 
It was a sad thing for the world when it grew so busy that men 
had no time to talk. There are such treasures of knowledge 
and compassion in the minds of our friends, could we only have 
time to talk them out of their shy quarries. If we had our way, 
we would set aside one day a week for talking. In fact, we 
would reorganize the week altogether. We would have one 
day for Worship (let each man devote it to worship of what- 
ever he holds dearest); one day for Work; one day for Play 
(probably fishing) ; one day for Talking; one day for Reading, 
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and one day for Smoking and Thinking. That would leave one 
day for Resting, and (incidentally) interviewing employers. 

The best week of our life was one in which we did nothing 
but talk. We spent it with a delightful gentleman who has a 
little bungalow on the shore of a lake in Pike County. He had 
a great many books and cigars, both of which are conversa- 
tional stimulants. We used to lie out on the edge of the lake, 
in our oldest trousers, and talk. We discussed ever so many 
subjects; in all of them he knew immensely more than we did. 
We built up a complete philosophy of indolence and good will, 
according to Food and Sleep and Swimming their proper share 
of homage. We rose at ten in the morning and began talking; 
we talked all day and until three o’clock at night. Then we 
went to bed and regained strength and combativeness for the 
coming day. Never was a week better spent. We committed 
no crimes, planned no secret treaties, devised no annexations or 
indemnities. We envied no one. We examined the entire world 
and found it worth while. Meanwhile our wives, who were 
watching (perhaps with a little quiet indignation) from the 
veranda, kept on asking us, “ What on earth do you talk 
about? ” 

Bless their hearts, men don’t have to have anything to talk 
about. They just talk. 

And there is only one rule for being a good talker: learn 
how to listen. 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. What are the conditions of good talk? What things hinder good 
talk? Have you discovered ones not mentioned by the author? 

2. Do you agree with the author when he says that few persons are 
gifted for real talk? Explain. 

3. Does your experience lead you to agree that conversations are 
better among three than between two persons? Why? 

4. Read Stevenson’s “ Talks and Talkers.” Compare it with this essay. 

5. Why is it hard to express truth in conversation? Is this merely 
an adult view? Where have you found it difficult to be truthful in 
conversation P 

6. What are the values of good talk? 

7. Discuss: “ And there is only one rule for being a good talker: learn 
how to listen.” 


SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


1. On the Gentle Art of Conversation. 
2. Shipwrecked Conversations I Have Had. 
3. When Conversations Develop into Monologues. 


What Men Live By 


. When Three Was a Crowd. 

. The Best Week of My Life. 

. On the Conversation of Children. 
. Pet Prejudices. 

. Silent Talkers. 

. Etiquette for Talkers. 

. By-Paths in Conversation. 

. Conversational Stimulants. 

. Bores. 


67 


On Doors * 


By CHRISTOPHER MORLEY 


THE opening and closing of doors are the most significant ac- 
tions of man’s life. What a mystery lies in doors! 

No man knows what awaits him when he opens a door. 
Even the most familiar room, where the clock ticks and the 
hearth glows red at dusk, may harbor surprises. The plumber 
may actually have called (while you were out) and fixed that 
leaking faucet. The cook may have had a fit of the vapors 
and demanded her passports. The wise man opens his front 
door with humility and a spirit of acceptance... 

Which one of us has not sat in some Anteroom and watched 
the inscrutable panels of a door that was full of meaning? 
Perhaps you were waiting to apply for a job; perhaps you had 
some “ deal”? you were ambitious to put over. You watched 
the confidential stenographer flit in and out, carelessly turning 
that mystic portal which, to you, revolved on hinges of fate. 
And then the young woman said, “ Mr. Cranberry will see you 
now.” As you grasped the knob the thought flashed, “ When 
I open this door again, what will have happened? ” 

There are many kinds of doors. Revolving doors for hotels, 
shops, and public buildings. These are typical of the brisk, 
bustling ways of modern life. Can you imagine John Milton 
or William Penn skipping through a revolving door? Then 
there are the curious little slatted doors that still swing outside- 
denatured barrooms and extend only from shoulder to knee. 
There are trapdoors, sliding doors, double doors, stage doors, 
prison doors, glass doors. But the symbol and mystery of a 
door resides in its quality of concealment. A glass door is not 
a door at all, but a window. The meaning of a door is to hide 
what lies inside; to keep the heart in suspense. 

Also, there are many ways of opening doors. There is the 
cheery push of elbow with which the waiter shoves open the 
kitchen door when he bears in your tray of supper. There is 
the suspicious and tentative withdrawal of a door before the 
unhappy book agent or peddler. There is the genteel and care- 
fully modulated recession with which footmen swing wide the 
oaken barriers of the great. There is the sympathetic and 
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awful silence of the dentist’s maid who opens the door into the 
operating room and, without speaking, implies that the doctor 
is ready for you. There is the brisk catachysmic opening of a 


door when the nurse comes in, very early in the morning 2’ 


“It’s a boy! ” 

Doors are the symbol of privacy, of retreat, of the mind’s 
escape into blissful quietude or sad secret struggle. A room 
without doors is not a room, but a hallway. No matter where 
he is, a man can make himself at home behind a closed door. 
The mind works best behind closed doors. Men are not horses 
fe &e herded together. Dogs know the meaning and anguish of 
doors. Have you ever noticed a puppy yearning at a shut 
portal? It is a symbol of human life. 

The opening of doors is a mystic act: it has in it some flavor 
of the unknown, some sense of moving into a new moment, a 
new pattern of the human rigmarole. It includes the highest 
glimpses of mortal gladness: reunions, reconciliations, the bliss 
of lovers long parted. Even in sadness, the opening of a door 
may bring relief: it changes and redistributes human forces. 
But the closing of doors is far more terrible. It is a confession 
of finality. Every door closed brings something to an end. 
And there are degrees of sadness in the closing of doors. A 
door slammed is a confession of weakness. A door gently shut 
is often the most tragic gesture in life. Every one knows the 
seizure of anguish that comes just after the closing of a door, 
when the loved one is still near, within sound of voice, and yet 
already far away. 

The-opening and closing of doors is a part of the stern 
fluency of life. Life will not stay still and let us alone. We 
are continually opening doors with hope, closing them with 
despair. Lifelasts-not_much_longer_than-a-pipe-of-tobacco, 
(ind-destny knocks_us_out-like-the-ashes. 
> The closing of a door is irrevocable. Ti snaps the packthread 
of-the~-heart... [t is no avail to _reopen,-to go back.-Pinero 


spoke-nonsense~when-he-made—Paula~Tanqueray— Als, \ 


future is.only-the past -entered-through-another-gate-’”—-Alas, 
there-is*no-other-gater When the door is shut, it is shut for- 
ever. There is no other entrance to that vanished pulse of 
time. “ The moving-finger-writes,-and—having—writ —-” 
There is a certain kind of door-shutting that will come to us 
all. The kind of door-shutting that is done very quietly, 
with the sharp click of the latch to break the stillness. They 
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will think then, one hopes, of our unfulfilled decencies rather 
than of our pluperfected misdemeanors. Then they will go 
out and close the door. 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. Why are the opening and closing of doors significant in man’s life? 
They symbolize what to the author? 

2. When, in your own experience, have doors been “ momentous” ? 
Describe a visit to the office of the principal. 

3. Discuss the revelation of individuality as shown by the manner 
of opening and closing doors. 

4. Read Emily Dickinson’s poem, “ Suspense.” 

5. How is the genial, kindly spirit of Morley reflected in this essay? 

6. With what essays of Morley are you familiar? List five that your 
classmates would enjoy. 


SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. On Windows. 

. On Revolving Doors. 

Open Doors of Youth. 

. Two-Headed Janus, God of Doors. 
. Closed Doors. 


APwWNH 


AGNES REPPLIER 


To a recent request for biographical confidences Miss Agnes Repplier 
(b. 1858) replied: 

“Biographical material there is none. My life affords no salient 
feature for narration. I have been badly injured by an accident, but 
half the world is injured by accidents. I have been robbed by bur- 
glars; but all Philadelphians are robbed sooner or later by burglars. 
I am going to Europe in the spring, but who isn’t going to Europe in 
the spring? In these incidents there is no shadow of distinction.” 

But during her uneventful life Miss Repplier has written thirteen 
volumes of essays and four miscellaneous volumes, so that today she 
ranks as a foremost American woman author. Her latest volume is 
Under Dispute (Houghton Mifflin Company). 

She was brought up in a convent in Pennsylvania, a strict place where 
Chambers’ Miscellany, she asserts, was her only means of approach to 
the intellectual. And not only was her brain allowed to develop un- 
tended, her nerves were put to severe tests. For instance, by a 
triumph of monastic discipline, she was always placed next to a girl to 
whom she could find nothing to say, a good girl with medals hanging 
around her neck. Her first book appeared in 1892, A Book of Famous 
Verse. 


A Kitten 


The child is father of the man, 


why is not the kitten father of the cat? If in the little boy 
there lurks the infant likeness of all that manhood will com- 
plete, why does not the kitten betray some of the attributes 
common to the adult puss? A puppy is but a dog, plus high 
spirits, and minus common sense. We never hear our friends 
say they love puppies, but cannot bear dogs. A kitten is a 
thing apart; and many people who lack the discriminating 
enthusiasm for cats, who regard these beautiful beasts with 
aversion and mistrust, are won over easily, and cajoled out 
of their prejudices by the deceitful wiles of kittenhood. 


The little actor cons another part, 


and is the most irresistible comedian in the world. Its wide- 
open eyes gleam with wonder and mirth. It darts madly at 
nothing at all, and then, as though suddenly checked in the pur- 
suit, prances sideways on its hind legs with ridiculous agility 
and zeal. It makes a vast pretense of climbing the rounds of a 
chair, and swings by the curtain like an acrobat. It scrambles 
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up a table leg, and is seized with comic horror at finding itself 
full two feet from the floor. If you hasten to its rescue, it 
clutches you nervously, its little heart thumping against its 
furry sides, while its soft paws expand and contract with agita- 
tion and relief; 


And all their harmless claws disclose, 
Like prickles of an early rose. 


Yet the instant it is back on the carpet it feigns to be suspi- 
cious of your interference, peers at you out of “ the tail o’ 
its ee,” and scampers for protection under the sofa, from which 
asylum it presently emerges with cautious trailing steps, as 
though encompassed by fearful dangers and alarms. Its baby 
innocence is yet unseared. The evil knowledge of uncanny 
things which is the dark inheritance of cathood has not yet 
shadowed its round infant eyes. Where did witches find the 
mysterious beasts that sat motionless by their fires, and 
watched unblinkingly the waxen manikins dwindling in the 
flame? They never reared these companions of their solitude, 
for no witch could have endured to see a kitten gamboling on 
her hearthstone. A witch’s kitten! That one preposterous 
thought proves how wide, how unfathomed, is the gap between 
feline infancy and age. 

So it happens that the kitten is loved and cherished and 
caressed as long as it preserves the beguiling mirthfulness of 
youth. Richelieu, we know, was wont to keep a family of 
kittens in his cabinet, that their grace and gayety might divert 
him from the cares of state, and from black moods of melan- 
choly. Yet, with short-sighted selfishness, he banished these 
little friends when but a few months old, and gave their places 
to younger pets. The first faint dawn of reason, the first indica- 
tion of soberness and worldly wisdom, the first charming and 
coquettish pretenses to maturity, were followed by immediate 
dismissal. Richelieu desired to be amused. He had no con- 
ception of the finer joy which springs from mutual companion- 
ship and esteem. Even humbler and more sincere admirers, 
like Joanna Baillie, in whom we wish to believe Puss found 
a friend and champion, appear to take it for granted that the 
kitten should be the spoiled darling of the household, and the 
cat a social outcast, degraded into usefulness, and expected to 
work for her living. What else can be understood from such 
lines as these? 
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Ah! many a lightly sportive child, 

Who hath, like thee, our wits beguiled, 
To dull and sober manhood grown, 
With strange recoil our hearts disown. 
Even so, poor Kit! must thou endure, 
When thou becomest a cat demure, 

Full many a cuff and angry word, 

Chid roughly from the tempting board. 
And yet, for that thou hast, I ween, 

So oft our favored playmate been, 

Soft be the change which thou shalt prove, 
When time hath spoiled thee of our love; 
Still be thou deemed, by housewife fat, 
A comely, careful, mousing cat, 

Whose dish is, for the public good, 
Replenished oft with savory food. 


Here is a plain exposition of the utilitarian theory which 
Shakespeare is supposed to have countenanced because Shylock 
speaks of the “ harmless, necessary cat.” Shylock, forsooth! 
As if he, of all men in Christendom or Jewry, knew anything 
about cats! Small wonder that he was outwitted by Portia and 
Jessica, when an adroit little animal could so easily beguile 
him. But Joanna Baillie should never have been guilty of 
those snug commonplaces concerning the 


comely, careful, mousing cat, 


remembering her own valiant Tabby who won Scott’s respect- 
ful admiration by worrying and killing a dog. It ill became 
the possessor of an Amazonian cat, distinguished by Sir Wal- 
ter’s regard, to speak with such patronizing kindness of the 
race. 

We can make no more stupid blunder than to look upon our 
pets from the standpoint of utility. Puss, as a rule, is another 
Nimrod, eager for the chase, and unwearyingly patient in 
pursuit of her prey. But she hunts for her own pleasure, not 
for our convenience; and when a life of luxury has relaxed 
her zeal, she often declines to hunt at all. I knew intimately 
two Maryland cats, well born and of great personal attractions. 
The sleek, black Tom was named Onyx, and his snow-white 
companion Lilian. Both were idle, urbane, fastidious, and 
self-indulgent as Lucullus. Now, into the house honored, but 
not served, by these charming creatures came a rat, which 
secured permanent lodgings in the kitchen, and speedily evicted 
the maid servants. A reign of terror followed, and after a 
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few days of hopeless anarchy it occurred to the cook that the 
cats might be brought from their comfortable cushions upstairs 
and shut in at night with their hereditary foe. This was done, 
and the next morning, on opening the kitchen door, a tableau 
rivaling the peaceful scenes of Eden was presented to the view. 
On one side of the hearth lay Onyx, on the other, Lilian; 
and ten feet away, upright upon the kitchen table, sat the 
rat, contemplating them both with tranquil humor and content. 
It was apparent to him, as well as to the rest of the household, 
that he was an object of absolute, contemptuous indifference 
to those two lordly cats. 

There is none of this superb unconcern in the joyous eager- 
ness of infancy. A kitten will dart in pursuit of everything 
that is small enough to be chased with safety. Not a fly on 
the window-pane, not a moth in the air, not a tiny crawling 
insect on the carpet, escapes its unwelcome attentions. It 
begins to “ take notice” as soon as its eyes are open, and its 
vivacity, outstripping its dawning intelligence, leads it into 
infantile perils and wrong doing. I own that when Agrippina 
brought her first-born son— aged two days—and estab- 
lished him in my bedroom closet, the plan struck me at the 
start as inconvenient. I had prepared another nursery for the 
little Claudius Nero, and I endeavored for a while to convince 
his mother that my arrangements were best. But Agrippina 
was inflexible. The closet suited her in every respect; and, 
with charming and irresistible flattery, she gave me to under- 
stand, in the mute language I knew so well, that she wished 
her baby boy to be under my immediate protection. ‘I bring 
him to you because I trust you,” she said as plainly as looks 
can speak. ‘ Downstairs they handle him all the time, and 
it is not good for kittens to be handled. Here he is safe 
from harm, and here he shall remain.” After a few weak 
remonstrances, the futility of which I too clearly understood, 
her persistence carried the day. I removed my clothing from 
the closet, spread a shawl upon the floor, had the door taken 
from its hinges, and resigned myself, for the first time in my 
life, to the daily and hourly companionship of an infant. 

I was amply rewarded. People who require the household 
cat to rear her offspring in some remote attic, or dark corner 
of the cellar, have no idea of all the diversion and pleasure 
that they lose. It is delightful to watch the little blind, 
sprawling, feeble, helpless things develop swiftly into the grace 
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and agility of kittenhood. It is delightful to see the mingled 
pride and anxiety of the mother, whose parental love increases 
with every hour of care, and who exhibits her young family 
as if they were infant Gracchi, the hope of all their race. 
During Nero’s extreme youth, there were times, I admit, when 
Agrippina wearied both of his companionship and of her own 
maternal duties. Once or twice she abandoned him at night 
for the greater luxury of my bed, where she slept tranquilly 
by my side, unmindful of the little wailing cries with which 
Nero lamented her desertion. Once or twice the heat of early 
summer tempted her to spend the evening on the porch roof 
which lay beneath my windows, and I have passed some anxious 
hours awaiting her return, and wondering what would happen 
if she never came back, and I were left to bring up the baby 
by hand. 

But as the days sped on, and Nero grew rapidly in beauty 
and intelligence, Agrippina’s affection for him knew no bounds. 
She could hardly bear to leave him even for a little while, 
and always came hurrying back to him with a loud frightened 
mew, as if fearing he might have been stolen in her absence. 
At night she purred over him for hours, or made little gurgling 
noises expressive of ineffable content. She resented the care- 
less curiosity of strangers, and was a trifle supercilious when 
the cook stole softly in to give vent to her fervent admiration. 
But from first to last she shared with me her pride and pleas- 
ure; and the joy in her beautiful eyes, as she raised them to 
mine, was frankly confiding and sympathetic. When the 
infant Claudius rolled for the first time over the ledge of the 
closet, and lay sprawling on the bedroom floor, it would have 
been hard to say which of us was the more elated at his 
prowess. A narrow pink ribbon of honor was at once tied 
around the small adventurer’s neck, and he was pronounced 
the most daring and agile of kittens. From that day his 
brief career was a series of brilliant triumphs. He was a kit- 
ten of parts. Like one of Miss Austen’s heroes, he had air 
and countenance. Less beautiful than his mother, whom he 
closely resembled, he easily eclipsed her in vivacity and the 
specious arts of fascination. Never were mother and son more 
unlike in character and disposition, and the inevitable contrast 
between kittenhood and cathood was enhanced in this case by 
a strong natural dissimilarity which no length of years could 
have utterly effaced. 


76 Agnes Repplier 


Agrippina had always been a cat of manifest reserves. She 
was only six weeks old when she came to me, and had already 
acquired that gravity of demeanor, that air of gentle disdain, 
that dignified and somewhat supercilious composure, which 
won the respectful admiration of those whom she permitted to 
enjoy her acquaintance. Even in moments of self-forgetful- 
ness and mirth her recreations resembled those of the little 
Spanish Infanta, who, not being permitted to play with her 
inferiors, and having no equals, diverted herself as best she 
could with sedate and solitary sport. Always chary of her 
favors, Agrippina cared little for the admiration of her chosen 
circle; and, with a single exception, she made no friends 
beyond it. 

Claudius Nero, on the contrary, thirsted for applause. 
Affable, debonair, and democratic to the core, the caresses and 
commendations of a chance visitor or of a housemaid were as 
valuable to him as were my own. I never looked at him 
“ showing off,” as children say, — jumping from chair to chair, 
balancing himself on the bedpost, or scrambling rapturously 
up the forbidden curtains, — without thinking of the young 
Emperor who contended in the amphitheater for the worthless 
plaudits of the crowd. He was impulsive and affectionate, — 
so, I believe was the Emperor for a time, — and as masterful 
as if born to the purple. His mother struggled hard to main- 
tain her rightful authority, but it was in vain. He woke her 
from her sweetest naps; he darted at her tail, and leaped down 
on her from sofas and tables with the grace of a diminutive 
panther. Every time she attempted to punish him for these 
misdemeanors he cried piteously for help, and was promptly 
and unwisely rescued by some kind-hearted member of the 
family. After a while Agrippina took to sitting on her tail, 
in order to keep it out of his reach, and I have seen her many 
times carefully tucking it out of sight. She had never been 
a cat of active habits or of showy accomplishments, and the 
daring agility of the little Nero amazed and bewildered her. 
“A Spaniard,” observes that pleasant gossip, James Howell, 
“walks as if he marched, and seldom looks upon the ground, 
as if he contemned it. I was told of a Spaniard who, having 
got a fall by a stumble, and broke his nose, rose up, and in a 
disdainful manner said, ‘ This comes of walking on the earth.’ ” 

Now Nero seldom walked on the earth. At least, he never, 
if he could help it, walked on the floor; but traversed a room 
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in a series of flying leaps from chair te table, from table. to 
lounge, from lounge to desk, with an occasional dash at the 
mantelpiece, just to show what he could do. It was curious to 
watch Agrippina during the performance of these acrobatic 
feats. Pride, pleasure, the anxiety of a mother, and the faint 
resentment of conscious inferiority struggled for mastership in 
her little breast. Sometimes, when Nero’s radiant self-satisfac- 
tion grew almost insufferable, I have seen her eyelids narrow 
sullenly, and have wondered whether the Roman Empress 
ever looked in that way at her brilliant and beautiful son, when 
maternal love was withering slowly under the shadow of com- 
ing evil. Sometimes, when Nero had been prancing and pad- 
dling about with absurd and irresistible glee, attracting and 
compelling the attention of everybody in the room, Agrippina 
would jump up on my lap, and look in my face with an 
expression I thought I understood. She had never before 
valued my affection in all her little petted, pampered life. 
She had been sufficient for herself, and had merely tolerated 
me as a devoted and useful companion. But now that another 
had usurped so many of her privileges, I fancied there were 
moments when it pleased her ‘to know that one subject, at 
least, was not to be beguiled from allegiance; that to one 
friend, at least, she always was and always would be the 
dearest cat in the world. 

I am glad to remember that love triumphed over jealousy, 
and that Agrippina’s devotion to Nero increased with every 
day of his short life. The altruism of a cat seldom reaches 
beyond her kittens; but she is capable of heroic unselfishness 
where they are concerned. I knew of a London beast, a home- 
less, forlorn vagrant, who constituted herself an out-door pen- 
sioner at the house of a friendly man of letters. This cat had 
a kitten, whose youthful vivacity won the hearts of a neighbor- 
ing family. They adopted it willingly, but refused to harbor 
the mother, who still came for her daily dole to her only 
benefactor. Whenever a bit of fish or some other especial 
dainty was given her, this poor mendicant scaled the wall, and 
watched her chance to share it with her kitten, her little 
wealthy, greedy son, who gobbled it up as remorselessly as if 
he were not living on the fat of the land. 

Agrippina would have been swift to follow such an example 
of devotion. At dinner time she always yielded the precedence 
to Nero, and it became one of our daily tasks to compel the 
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little lad to’ respect: his mother’s privileges. He scorned his 
saucer of milk, and’ from tenderest infancy aspired to adult 
food, making predatory incursions upon Agrippina’s plate, and 
obliging us finally to feed them in separate apartments. I 
have seen him, when a very young kitten, rear himself upon his 
baby legs, and with his soft and wicked little paw strike his 
mother in the face until she dropped the piece of meat she 
had been eating, when he tranquilly devoured it. It was to 
prevent the recurrence of such scandalous scenes that two din- 
ing-rooms became a necessity in the family. Yet he was so 
loving and so lovable, poor little Claudius Nero! Why do I 
dwell on his faults, remembering, as I do, his winning sweet- 
ness and affability? Day after day, in the narrow city garden, 
the two cats played together, happy in each other’s society, 
and never a yard apart. Night after night they retired at 
the same time, and slept upon the same cushion, curled up 
inextricably into one soft, furry ball. Many times I have 
knelt by their chair to bid them both good-night; and always, 
when I did so, Agrippina would lift her charming head, 
purr drowsily for a few seconds, and then nestle closer still 
to her first-born, with sighs of supreme satisfaction. The 
zenith of her life had been reached. Her cup of contentment 
was full. 

It is a rude world, even for little cats, and evil chances lie 
in wait for the petted creatures we strive to shield from harm. 
Remembering the pangs of separation, the possibilities of un- 
kindness or neglect, the troubles that hide in ambush on every 
unturned page, I am sometimes glad that the same cruel and 
selfish blow struck both mother and son, and that they lie 
together, safe from hurt or hazard, sleeping tranquilly and 
always, under the shadow of the friendly pines. 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. Point out descriptive passages which make you know that Miss 
Repplier loved cats and kittens. 

2. Comment upon the distinction drawn between the kitten and the 
cat. Does your observation agree with that of the author? 

3. Why is it a “stupid blunder to look upon pets from the stand- 
point of utility ” ? 

4. Do you like the names bestowed upon the pets? What is the most 
attractive name you know for a cat? For a dog? 

5. How was the author “amply rewarded” for giving up her closet 
to her pets? 
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6. Point out passages where the essay has gained by the use of 
literary and historical allusions. 

7. What human qualities are given to these pets? 

8. Name some interesting books which depict the life or habits of 
animals. 

g. List subjects for essays which characterize some pets you have 
enjoyed. 

to. Read Stevenson’s “ The Character of Dogs.” 

ir. Read Kipling’s “ The Cat That Walked by Himself,” in Just-So 
Stories. 


SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. The Harmless, Necessary Cat. 

- How to Name a Family Pet. 

. The Playfulness of My Favorite Kitten. 
. Pets I Have Wished to Own. 

. The Character of Dogs. 

Why Every Boy Should Own a Dog. 

. When I Was the Chief Mourner. 

. Childhood Pets. 


Or AnRWN ry 


STEPHEN LEACOCK 


Tue tragedy of so many people is that they laugh at the wrong time. 
As a result, when they should be serious they are ludicrous, and when 
they should be amusing they are dull. This is a mournful mistake of 
which Professor Stephen Leacock (b. 1869) has never been guilty. 
When he wrote Elements of Political Science (1906), Essays and Liter- 
ary Studies (1916), or The Unsolved Riddle of Social Justice (1920), he 
easily invested his subject with the dignity it deserved. In this domain 
assuredly he has been taken seriously, since for years he has been head 
of the Department of Political Economy in McGill University at Mon- 
treal. Vet, at the same time, he has contrived to become a most popular 
humorous writer. In 1910 Mr. John Lane, the London publisher, got 
hold of a volume entitled Literary Lapses, published in Canada and 
written by a Stephen Leacock very different from the brilliant professor. 
No doubt it had been thrown off as a holiday joke. Mr. Lane promptly 
reissued it, and at once the whole English-speaking world was set aroar. 
The success was so great that Mr. Leacock had to go on writing funny 
books, and he did so with such side-splitting skill that nobody would 
believe that this laughter-raising fellow and the learned man at McGill 
were the same person. He had succeeded in restricting his solemnity and 
his jocularity to their respective fields. 

Nevertheless, in such an amusing book as My Discovery of England, 
of which the accompanying essay is a chapter, there are some evident 
and important points, as you may be left to discover. Humor need not 
obliterate purpose though there are purposes for which it is unsuited. 

Mr. Leacock was born at Swanmoor in Hampshire, England, and edu- 
cated at the Upper Canada College, the staff of which he joined in 1891. 
In 1899 he went to the Graduate School of the University of Chicago, 
and since 1903 he has been at McGill. In 1907 and 1908 he toured the 
British Empire, lecturing on imperial organization under the auspices 
of the Cecil Rhodes Trust. 


Oxford As I See It * 


My private profession being that of a university professor, I 
was naturally deeply interested in the system of education in 
England. I was therefore led to make a special visit to Oxford 
and to submit the place to a searching scrutiny. Arriving one 
afternoon at four o’clock, I stayed at the Mitre Hotel and did 
not leave until eleven o’clock next morning. The whole of this 
time, except for one hour spent in addressing the undergradu- 
ates, was devoted to a close and eager study of the great uni- 
* Copyright by Dodd, Mead & Company, Inc. 
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versity. When I add to this that I had already visited Ox- 
ford in 1907 and spent a Sunday at All Souls with Colonel 
L. S. Amery, it will be seen at once that my views on Oxford 
are based upon observations extending over fourteen years. 

At any rate, I can at least claim that my acquaintance with 
the British university is just as good a basis for reflection and 
judgment as that of the numerous English critics who come to 
our side of the water. I have known a famous English author 
arrive at Harvard University in the morning, have lunch with 
President Lowell, and then write a whole chapter on the Ex- 
cellence of Higher Education in America. I have known 
another one to come to Harvard, have lunch with President 
Lowell, and do an entire book on the Decline of Serious Study 
in America. Or take the case of my own university. I re- 
member Mr. Rudyard Kipling coming to McGill and saying 
in his address to the undergraduates at 2:30 p.m., ‘ You have 
here a great institution.” But how could he have gathered 
this information? So far as I knew, he spent the entire morn- 
ing with Sir Andrew Macphail in his house beside the campus, 
smoking cigarettes. When I add that he distinctly refused to 
visit the Palaeontologic Museum, that he saw nothing of our 
new hydraulic apparatus or of our classes in domestic science, 
his judgment that we had here a great institution seems a 
little bit superficial. I can only put beside it, to redeem it in 
some measure, the hasty and ill-formed judgment expressed 
by Lord Milner, “‘ McGill is a noble university,” and the rash 
and indiscreet expression of the Prince of Wales, when we 
gave him an LL.D. degree. ‘ McGill has a glorious future.” 

To my mind these unthinking judgments about our great 
college do harm, and I determined, therefore, that anything 
that I said about Oxford should be the actual observation and 
real study based upon a bona fide residence in the Mitre Hotel. 

On the strength of this basis of experience I am prepared to 
make the following positive and emphatic statements. 

Oxford is a noble university. It has a great past. It is at 
present the greatest university in the world; and it is quite 
possible that it has a great future. Oxford trains scholars of 
the real type better than any other place in the world. Its 
methods are antiquated. It despises science. It has professors 
who never teach and students who never learn. It has no 
order, no arrangement, no system. Its curriculum is unintel- 
ligible. It has no present. It has no state legislature to tell it 
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how to teach, and yet —it gets there. Whether we like it or 
not, Oxford gives something to its students, a life and a mode 
of thought, which in America as yet we can emulate, but not 
equal. 

"Tf anybody doubts this let him go and take a room at the 
Mitre Hotel (ten and six for a wainscoted bedroom, period of 
Charles I) and study the place for himself. 

These singular results achieved at Oxford are all the more 
surprising when one considers the distressing conditions under 
which the students work. The lack of an adequate building 
fund compels them to go on working in the same old buildings 
which they have had for centuries. The buildings at Wadham 
College have not been renewed since the year 1605. In Merton 
and Magdalen the students are still housed in the old build- 
ings erected in the fourteenth century. At Christ Church Col- 
lege I was shown a kitchen which had been built at the expense 
of Cardinal Wolsey in 1525. Incredible though it may seem, 
they have no other place to cook in than this, and are com- 
pelled to use it today. On the day when I saw this kitchen, 
four cooks were busy roasting an ox whole for the students’ 
lunch — this, at least, is what I presumed they were doing, 
from the size of the fireplace used; but it may not have been 
an ox; perhaps it was a cow. On a huge table, twelve feet 
by six and made of slabs of wood five inches thick, two other 
cooks were rolling out a game pie. I estimated it as measuring 
three feet across. In this rude way, unchanged since the time 
of Henry VIII, the unhappy Oxford students are fed. I could 
not help contrasting it with the cozy little boarding houses on 
Cottage Grove Avenue where I used to eat when I was a stu- 
dent at Chicago, or the charming little basement dining rooms 
of the students’ boarding houses in Toronto. But then, of 
course, Henry VIII never lived in Toronto. 

The same lack of a building fund necessitates the Oxford 
students’ living in the identical old boarding houses they had 
in the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries. Technically they 
are called quadrangles, closes, and “rooms,” but I am so 
broken in to the usage of my student days that I can’t help call- 
ing them boarding houses. In many of these the old stairway 
has been worn down by the feet of ten generations of students; 
the windows have little latticed panes; there are old names 
carved here and there upon the stone, and a thick growth of 
ivy covers the walls. The boarding house at St. John’s Col- 
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lege dates from 1555; the one at Brasenose, from 1509. A 
few hundred thousand pounds would suffice to replace these old 
buildings with neat steel-and-brick structures like the normal 
school at Schenectady, New York, or the Peel Street High 
School at Montreal. But nothing is done. A movement was, 
indeed, attempted last autumn toward removing the ivy from 
the walls, but the result was unsatisfactory and they are put- 
ting it back. Any one could have told them beforehand that 
the mere removal of the ivy would not brighten Oxford up, 
unless at the same time one cleared the stones of the old in- 
scriptions, put in steel fire escapes, and, in fact, brought the 
boarding houses up to date. 

But Henry VIII being dead, nothing was done. Yet, in spite 
of its dilapidated buildings and its lack of fire escapes, ventila- 
tion, sanitation, and up-to-date kitchen facilities, I persist in 
my assertion that I believe that Oxford, in its way, is the 
greatest university in the world. I am aware that this is an 
extreme statement and needs explanation. Oxford is much 
smaller in numbers, for example, than the State University of 
Minnesota, and is much poorer. It has, or had till yesterday, 
fewer students than the University of Toronto. To mention 
Oxford beside the 26,000 students of Columbia University 
sounds ridiculous. In point of money, the $30,000,000 endow- 
ment of the University of Chicago, and the $35,000,000 one of 
Columbia, and the $43,000,000 one of Harvard seem to leave 
Oxford nowhere. Yet the peculiar thing is that it is not 
nowhere. By some queer process of its own it seems to get 
there every time. It was, therefore, of the very greatest in- 
terest to me, as a profound scholar, to try to investigate just 
how this peculiar excellence of Oxford arises. 

It has hardly been due to anything in the curriculum or 
program of studies. Indeed, to any one accustomed to the 
best models of a university curriculum as it flourishes in the 
United States and Canada, the program of studies is frankly 
quite laughable. There is less applied science in the place than 
would be found with us in a theological college. Hardly a 
single professor at Oxford would recognize a dynamo if he 
met it in broad daylight. The Oxford student learns nothing of 
chemistry, physics, heat, plumbing, electric wiring, gas fitting, 
or the use of a blow torch. Any American college student can 
run a motor car, take a gasoline engine to pieces, fix a washer 
on a kitchen tap, mend a broken electric bell, and give an 
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expert opinion on what has gone wrong with the furnace. It 
is these things, indeed, which stamp him as a college man and 
occasion a very pardonable pride in the minds of his parents. 
But in all these things the Oxford student is the merest 
amateur. 

This is bad enough. But, after all, one might say this is only 
the mechanical side of education. True; but one searches in 
vain in the Oxford curriculum for any adequate recognition of 
the higher and more cultured studies. Strange though it 
seems to us on this side of the Atlantic, there are no courses at 
Oxford in Housekeeping, or in Salesmanship, or in Advertising, 
or on Comparative Religion, or on the Influence of the Press. 
There are no lectures whatever on Human Behavior, on Altru- 
ism, or Egotism, or on the Play of Wild Animals. Apparently, 
the Oxford student does not learn these things. This cuts him 
off from a great deal of the larger culture of our side of the 
Atlantic. “ What are you studying this year? ” I once asked 
a fourth-year student at one of our great colleges. “I am 
electing Salesmanship and Religion,” he answered. Here was 
a young man whose training was destined inevitably to turn 
him into a moral business man; either that or nothing. At 
Oxford salesmanship is not taught and religion takes the feeble 
form of the New Testament. The more one looks at these 
things the more amazing it becomes that Oxford can produce 
any results at all. 

The effect of the comparison is heightened by the peculiar 
position occupied at Oxford by the professor’s lectures. In 
the colleges of Canada and the United States the lectures are 
supposed to be a really necessary and useful part of the stu- 
dent’s training. Again and again I have heard the graduates 
of my own college assert that they had got as much, or nearly 
as much, out of the lectures at college as out of athletics or 
the Greek-letter society or the Banjo and Mandolin Club. In 
short, with us the lectures form a real part of the college life. 
At Oxford it is not so. The lectures, I understand, are given 
and may even be taken. But they are quite worthless and are 
not supposed to have anything much to do with the develop- 
ment of the student’s mind. “The lectures here,” said a 
Canadian student to me, “are punk.” I appealed to another 
student to know if this was so. “I don’t know whether I’d 
call them exactly punk,” he answered, “but they’re certainly 
rotten.” Other judgments were that the lectures were of no 
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importance; that nobody took them; that they don’t matter: 
that you can take them if you like; that they do you no havin. 

It appears further that the professors themselves are not 
keen on their lectures. If the lectures are called for they give 
them; if not, the professor’s feelings are not hurt. He merely 
waits and rests his brain until in some later year the students 
call for his lectures. There are men at Oxford who have rested 
their brains this way for over thirty years; the accumulated 
brain power thus dammed up is said to be colossal. 

I understand that the key to this mystery is found in the 
operations of the person called the tutor. It is from him, or 
rather with him, that the students learn all that they know; 
one and all are agreed on that. Yet it is a little odd to know 
just how he does it. ‘‘ We go over to his rooms,” said one stu- 
dent, “and he just lights a pipe and talks to us.” “We sit 
round with him,” said another, “and he simply smokes and 
goes over our exercises with us.” From this and other evidence 
I gather that what an Oxford tutor does is to get a little group 
of students together and smoke at them. Men who have been 
systematically smoked at for four years turn into ripe scholars. 
If anybody doubts this, let him go to Oxford and he can see 
the thing actually in operation. A well-smoked man speaks 
and writes English with a grace that can be acquired in no 
other way. 

In what was said above I seem to have been directing criti- 
cism against the Oxford professors as such; but I have no 
intention of doing so. For the Oxford professor and his whole 
manner of being I have nothing but a profound respect. Here 
is indeed the greatest difference between the modern up-to-date 
American idea of a professor and the English type. Even with 
us in older days, in the bygone time when such people as Henry 
Wadsworth Longfellow and William Cullen Bryant were pro- 
fessors, we had the English idea: a professor was supposed to 
be a venerable kind of person, with snow-white whiskers reach- 
ing to his stomach. He was expected to moon around the cam- 
pus, oblivious of the world around him. If you nodded to him 
he failed to see you. Of money he knew nothing; of business, 
far less. He was, as his trustees were proud to say of him, 
“a child.” 

On the other hand, he contained within him a reservoir of 
learning of such depth as to be practically bottomless. None 
of this learning was supposed to be of any material or com- 
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mercial benefit to anybody. Its use was in saving the soul and 
enlarging the mind. 

At the head of such a group of professors was one whose 
beard was even whiter and longer, whose absence of mind was _ 
even still greater, and whose knowledge of money, business, 
and practical affairs was below zero. Him they made the 
president. —_ , 

All this is changed in America. A university professor is 
now a busy, hustling person, approximating as closely to a 
business man as he can manage to do. It is on the business 
man that he models himself. He has a little place that he calls 
his “office,” with a typewriter machine and stenographer. 
Here he sits and dictates letters, beginning after the best busi- 
ness models, “In re yours of the eighth ult., would say, etc., 
etc.” He writes there letters to students, to his fellow profes- 
sors, to the president, indeed to any people who will let him 
write to them. ‘The number of letters that he writes each 
month is duly counted and set to his credit. If he writes 
enough he will get a reputation as an “ executive” and big 
things may happen to him. He may even be asked to step out 
of the college and take a post as an “ executive” in a soap 
company or an advertising firm. ‘The man, in short, is a 
“hustler,” an “advertiser” whose highest aim is to be a 
“live wire.” If he is not he will presently be dismissed, or, to 
use the business term, be “let go,” by a board of trustees who 
are themselves hustlers and live wires. As to the professor’s 
soul, he no longer needs to think of it, as it has been handed 
over, along with all the others, to a board of censors. 

The American professor deals with his students according 
to his lights. It is his business to chase them along over a 
prescribed ground at a prescribed pace, like a flock of sheep. 
They all go humping together over the hurdles, with the pro- 
fessor chasing them with a set of “ tests” and “ recitations,” 
“marks ” and “ attendances,” the whole apparatus obviously 
copied from the time clock of the business man’s factory. This 
process is what is called “ showing results.” The pace set is 
necessarily that of the slowest, and this results in what I have 
heard Mr. Edward Beatty describe as the “ convoy system of 
education.” 

In my own opinion, reached after fifty-two years of profound 
reflection, this system contains in itself the seeds of destruction. 
It puts a premium on dullness and a penalty on genius. It 
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circumscribes that attitude of mind which is the real spirit of 
learning. If we persist in it we shall presently find that true 
learning will fly away from our universities and will take rest 
wherever some individual and inquiring mind can mark out 
its path for itself. 

Now the principal reason why I am led to admire Oxford 
is that the place is little touched as yet by the measuring of 
“results,” and this passion for visible and provable “ effi- 
ciency.” The whole system at Oxford is such as to put a 
premium on genius and to let mediocrity and dullness go their 
way. On the dull student Oxford, after a proper lapse of time, 
confers a degree which means nothing more than that he lived 
and breathed at Oxford and kept out of jail. This for many 
students is as much as society can expect. But for the gifted 
student Oxford offers great opportunities. ‘There is no ques- 
tion of his hanging back till the last sheep has jumped over 
the fence. He need wait for no one. He may move forward 
as fast as he likes, following the bent of his genius. If he has 
in him any ability beyond that of the common herd, his tutor, 
interested in his studies, will smoke at him until he kindles him 
into a flame. For the tutor’s soul is not harassed by herding 
dull students, with dismissal hanging by a thread over his 
head in the classroom. The American professor has no time 
to be interested in a clever student. He has time to be inter- 
ested in his “department,” his letter writing, his executive 
work, and his organizing ability and his hope of promotion to 
a soap factory. But with that his mind is exhausted. The 
student of genius merely means to him a student who gives no 
trouble, who passes all his “ tests” and is present at all his 
“recitations”; such a student also, if he can be trained to 
be a hustler and an advertiser, will undoubtedly “‘ make good.” 
But beyond that the professor does not think of him. The 
everlasting principle of equality has inserted itself in a place 
where it has no right to be and where irregularity is the breath 
of life. 

American or Canadian college trustees would be horrified 
at the notion of professors who apparently do no work, give 
few or no lectures, and draw their pay merely for existing. 
Yet these are really the only kind of professors worth having; 
I mean men who can be trusted with a vague general mission 
in life, with a salary guaranteed at least till their death, and 
a sphere of duties intrusted solely to their own conscience and 
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the promptings of their own desires. Such men are rare, but 
a single one of them when found is worth ten “ executives ” 
and a dozen “ organizers.” 

The excellence of Oxford, then, as I see it, lies in the pecul- 
iar vagueness of the organization of its work. It starts from 
the assumption that the professor is a really learned man whose 
sole interest lies in his own sphere; and that a student, or at 
least the only student with whom the university cares to reckon 
seriously, is a young man who desires to know. This is an 
ancient medieval attitude long since buried in more up-to-date 
places under successive strata of compulsory education, state 
teaching, the democratization of knowledge, and the substitu- 
tion of the shadow for the substance, and the casket for the 
gem. No doubt, in newer places the thing has got to be so. 
Higher education in America flourishes chiefly as a qualifica- 
tion for entrance into a money-making profession, and not as a 
thing in itself. But in Oxford one can still see the surviving 
outline of a nobler type and structure and a higher inspira- 
tion. 


The real thing for the student is the life and environment 
that surround him. All that he really learns he learns, in a 
sense, by the active operation of his own intellect and not as 
the passive recipient of lectures. And for this active operation 
what he really needs most is the continued and intimate con- 
tact with his fellows. Students must live together and eat 
together, talk and smoke together. Experience shows that 
that is how their minds really grow. And they must live to- 
gether in a rational and comfortable way. They must eat in 
a big dining room or hall, with oak beams across the ceiling, 
and stained glass in the windows, and with a shield or tablet 
here or there upon the wall to remind them between times of 
the men who went before them and left a name worthy of the 
memory of the college. If a student is to get from his college 
what it ought to give him, a college dormitory with the life 
in common that it brings is his absolute right. A university 
that fails to give it to him is cheating him. 

If I were founding a university — and I say it with all the 
seriousness of which I am capable—I would found first a 
smoking room; then when I had a little more money in hand 
I would found a dormitory; then after that, or more probably 
with it, a decent reading room and a library. After that, if I 
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still had more money that I couldn’t use, I would hire a pro- 
fessor and get some textbooks. 

This article has sounded for the most part like a continuous 
eulogy of Oxford, with but little in favor of our American 
colleges. I turn, therefore, with pleasure to the more congenial 
task of showing what is wrong with Oxford and with the Eng- 
lish university system generally, and the aspect in which our 
American universities far excel the British. 

The point is that Henry VIII is dead. The English are so 
proud of what Henry VIII and the benefactors of earlier cen- 
turies did for the universities that they forget the present. 
There is little or nothing in the English to compare with the 
magnificent generosity of individuals, provinces, and states 
which is building up the colleges of the United States and 
Canada. There used to be. But by some strange confusion 
of thought, the English people admire the noble gifts of 
Cardinal Wolsey and Henry VIII and Queen Margaret, and do 
not realize that the Carnegies and Rockefellers and the William 
Macdonalds are the Cardinal Wolseys of today. The Uni- 
versity of Chicago was founded upon oil. McGill Univer- 
sity rests largely on a basis of tobacco. In America the 
world of commerce and business levies on itself a noble tribute 
in favor of the higher learning. In England, with a few con- 
spicuous exceptions, such as that at Bristol, there is little 
of the sort. The feudal families are content with what their 
remote ancestors have done; they do not try to emulate it in 
any great degree. 

In the long run this must count. Of all the various reforms 
that are talked of at Oxford, and of all the imitations of 
American methods that are suggested, the only one worth 
while, to my thinking, is to capture a few millionaires, give 
them honorary degrees at a million pounds sterling apiece, and 
tell them to imagine that they are Henry VIII. I give Oxford 
warning that if this is not done the place will not last another 
two centuries. 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


t. Under all the humor of the essay, what truth is Leacock trying to 
drive home? a 

2. Discuss Leacock’s criticism of English visitors who pronounce 
judgment on American institutions with only scant acquaintance with 
them ? 

3. What criticisms of America by visiting Englishmen have you read? 
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4. Read Bennett’s Your United States and Kipling’s American Notes. 

5. Read Price Collier’s England and the English from an American 
Point of View. 

6. Analyze the author’s criticism of Oxford. What makes Oxford a 
great university ? 

4. What does the Oxford tutor accomplish in the three years “he 
smokes at the student ” ? 

8. What does Leacock see in the American college president to 
criticize? 

9. What disadvantages may there be to the student in a system 
where “results are measured ” ? 

ro. What advantages does Oxford offer its gifted students? 

tz. Do the high schools of today offer opportunities to gifted 
students P 


SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. My School as I See It. 

. “You have here a great institution.” 

4 has a glorious future.” 

. My Ideal University. 

. “ Hustlers and Advertisers’ I Have Known in School. 

. Write a satire on the duties of some school or class officer, in 
imitation of Leacock’s satire on the duties of college presidents. 
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WOODROW WILSON 


Ir would be presumptuous to attempt to tell intelligent American school- 
boys or girls much about Woodrow Wilson (1856-1924), twenty-eighth 
President of the United States. For Wilson was in office at the White 
House during the most exciting period through which so far they have 
lived, the time when America was sharing so tremendously in the win- 
ning of the World War, and they are not likely to forget those days or 
the portrait of the tall, pale, white-haired, thin-lipped, and spectacled 
man who decided upon the country’s entry into the struggle. He served 
two terms as President, you remember, and thus was the country’s chief 
executive for eight years, from 1913 to 1921. 

But Wilson has other claims to remembrance besides the supreme one 
of having declared war on Germany in 1917. Other Presidents have had 
wide knowledge of men and affairs; he, perhaps, was the greatest scholar 
of all. Had he not gone to the White House he would have won for 
himself anyhow a place in history as a man of profound learning and 
of high academic distinction. It is as a scholar that he appears before 
you now. “ The New Freedom,” herewith, is a speech, a discussion, to 
use his own description, “in the free form of extemporaneously spoken 
words,” a scholarly way of saying that the speech was made up as it 
was spoken, and not written in advance and learned by heart, or read 
from a manuscript. Yet see how deep is the learning it displays, how 
grammatically correct and pleasantly rhythmical its sentences. 

Strange to relate, Mr. Wilson himself esteemed “The New Freedom ” 
ill-suited for inclusion in a collection of school essays, as some correspond- 
ence with him in 1924 shortly before his death revealed. But it con- 
tinues to be extremely popular in the school world. 

The salient features of Wilson’s life may just be recalled briefly. He 
was chosen president of his university, Princeton, in 1902. In 1911 he 
became Governor of New Jersey. At Paris during the Peace Conference 
of 1919 he obtained that the Covenant of the League of Nations should 
be made an integral part of the Treaty concluded between the Allies 
and Germany. In the same year the Nobel Prize for Peace was awarded 
to him. Campaigning in the West in 1920 to arouse public sentiment 
in favor of his Covenant and the Peace Treaty, he was stricken by 
apoplexy and partly paralyzed. Thereafter he was an invalid, and he 
succumbed to heart disease just over three years later. 


The New Freedom 


No matter how often we think of it, the discovery of America 
must each time make a fresh appeal to our imaginations. For 
centuries, indeed from the beginning, the face of Europe had 
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been turned toward the east. All the routes of trade, every 
impulse and energy, ran from west to east. The Atlantic lay 
at the world’s back-door. Then, suddenly, the conquest of 
Constantinople by the Turk closed the route to the Orient. 
Europe had either to face about or lack any outlet for her 
energies; the unknown sea at the west at last was ventured 
upon, and the earth learned that it was twice as big as it had 
thought. Columbus did not find, as he had expected, the 
civilization of Cathay; he found an empty continent. In that 
part of the world, upon that new-found half of the globe, man- 
kind, late in its history, was thus afforded an opportunity to 
set up a new civilization; here it was strangely privileged to 
make a new human experiment. 

Never can that moment of unique opportunity fail to excite 
the emotion of all who consider its strangeness and richness; a 
thousand fanciful histories of the earth might be contrived 
without the imagination daring to conceive such a romance as 
the hiding away of half the globe until the fullness of time had 
come for a new start in civilization. A mere sea captain’s 
ambition to trace a new trade route gave way to a moral adven- 
ture for humanity. The race was to found a new order here 
on this delectable land, which no man approached without 
receiving, as the old voyagers relate, you remember, sweet airs 
out of woods aflame with flowers and murmurous with the 
sounds of pellucid waters. The hemisphere lay waiting to be 
touched with life, — life from the old centers of living, surely, 
but cleansed of defilement, and cured of weariness, so as to be 
fit for the virgin purity of a new bride. The whole thing 
springs into the imagination like a wonderful vision, an ex- 
quisite marvel which once only in all history could be vouch- 
safed. 

One other thing only compares with it; only one other thing 
touches the springs of emotion as does the picture of the ships 
of Columbus drawing near the bright shores, — and that is the 
thought of the choke in the throat of the immigrant of today 
as he gazes from the steerage deck at the land where he has 
been taught to believe he in his turn shall find an earthly 
paradise, where, a free man, he shall forget the heartaches of 
the old life, and enter into the fulfillment of the hope of the 
world. For has not every ship that has pointed her prow 
westward borne hither the hopes of generation after generation 
of the oppressed of other lands? How always have men’s 
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hearts beat as they saw the coast of America rise to their view! 
How it has always seemed to them that the dweller there 
would at last be rid of kings, of privileged classes, and of all 
those bonds which had kept men depressed and helpless, and 
would there realize the full fruition of his sense of honest 
manhood, would there be one of a great body of brothers, not 
seeking to defraud and deceive one another, but seeking to 
accomplish the general good! 

What was in the writings of the men who founded America, 
—to serve the selfish interests of America? Do you find 
that in their writings? No; to serve the cause of humanity, 
to bring liberty to mankind. They set up their standards here 
in America in the tenet of hope, as a beacon of encouragement 
to all the nations of the world; and men came thronging to 
these shores with an expectancy that never existed before, 
with a confidence they never dared feel before, and found here 
for generations together a haven of peace, of opportunity, of 
equality. 

God send that in the complicated state of modern affairs 
we may recover the standards and repeat the achievements of 
that heroic age! 

For life is no longer the comparatively simple thing it was. 
Our relations one with another have been profoundly modified 
by the new agencies of rapid communication and transporta- 
tion, tending swiftly to concentrate life, widen communities, 
fuse interests, and complicate all the processes of living. The 
individual is dizzily swept about in a thousand new whirl- 
pools of activities. Tyranny has become more subtle, and has 
learned to wear the guise of mere industry, and even of be- 
nevolence. Freedom has become a somewhat different matter. 
It cannot,—eternal principle that it is,—it cannot have 
altered, yet it shows itself in new aspects. Perhaps it is only 
revealing its deeper meaning. 

What is liberty? 

I have long had an image in my mind of what constitutes 
liberty. Suppose that I were building a great piece of power- 
ful machinery, and suppose that I should so awkwardly and 
unskillfully assemble the parts of it that every time one part 
tried to move it would be interfered with by the others, and 
the whole thing would buckle up and be checked. Liberty for 
the several parts would consist in the best possible assembling 
and adjustment of them all, would it not? If you want the 
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great piston of the engine to run with absolute freedom, give it 
absolutely perfect alignment and adjustment with the other 
parts of the machine, so that it is free, not because it is 
let alone or isolated, but because it has been associated most 
skillfully and carefully with the other parts of the great 
structure. 

What is liberty? You say of the locomotive that it runs 
free. What do you mean? You mean that its parts are so 
assembled and adjusted that friction is reduced to a minimum, 
and that it has perfect adjustment. We say of a boat skim- 
ming the water with light foot, “ How free she runs,” when 
we mean, how perfectly she is adjusted to the force of the 
wind, how perfectly she obeys the great breath out of the 
heavens that fills her sails. Throw her head up into the wind 
and see how she will halt and stagger, how every sheet will 
shiver and her whole frame be shaken, how instantly she is 
“in irons,” in the expressive phrase of the sea. She is free 
only when you have let her fall off again and have recovered 
once more her nice adjustment to the forces she must obey and 
cannot defy. 

Human freedom consists in perfect adjustments of human 
interests and human activities and human energies. 

Now, the adjustments necessary between individuals, be- 
tween individuals and the complex institutions amidst which 
they live, and between those institutions and the government, 
are infinitely more intricate today than ever before. No doubt 
this is a tiresome and roundabout way of saying the thing, yet 
perhaps it is worth while to get somewhat clearly in our mind 
what makes all the trouble today. Life has become complex; 
there are many more elements, more parts, to it than ever 
before. And, therefore, it is harder to find out where the 
trouble lies when the machine gets out of order. 

You know that one of the interesting things that Mr. 
Jefferson said in those early days of simplicity which marked 
the beginnings of our government was that the best govern- 
ment consisted in as little governing as possible. And there 
is still a sense in which that is true. It is still intolerable for 
a government to interfere with our individual activities except 
where it is necessary to interfere with them in order +o free 
them. But I feel confident that if Jefferson were living in our 
day he would see what we see; that the individual is caught 
in a great confused nexus of all sorts of complicated circum- 
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stances, and that to let him alone is to leave him helpless as 
against the obstacles with which he has to contend; and that, 
therefore, law in our day must come to the assistance of the 
individual. It must come to his assistance to see that he gets 
fair play; that is all, but that is much. Without the watch- 
ful interference, the resolute interference, of the government, 
there can be no fair play between individuals and such power- 
ful institutions as the trusts. Freedom today is something 
more than being let alone. The program of a government 
of freedom must in these days be positive, not negative 
merely. 

Well, then, in this new sense and meaning of it, are we 
preserving freedom in this land of ours, the hope of all the 
earth? 

Have we, inheritors of this continent and of the ideals to 
which the fathers consecrated it, — have we maintained them, 
realizing them, as each generation must, anew? Are we, in 
the consciousness that the life of man is pledged to higher 
levels here than elsewhere, striving still to bear aloft the 
standards of liberty and hope, or, disillusioned and defeated, 
are we feeling the disgrace of having had a free field in which 
to do new things and of not having done them? 

The answer must be, I am sure, that we have been in a fair 
way of failure, — tragic failure. And we stand in danger of 
utter failure yet except we fulfil speedily the determination we 
have reached, to deal with the new and subtle tyrannies accord- 
ing to their deserts. Don’t deceive yourselves for a moment 
as to the power of the great interests which now dominate our 
development. They are so great that it is almost an open 
question whether the government of the United States can 
dominate them or no. Go one step further, make their organ- 
ized power permanent, and it may be too late to turn back. 
The roads diverge at the point where we stand. They stretch 
their vistas out to regions where they are very far separated 
from one another; at the end is the old tiresome scene of 
government tied up with special interests; and at the other 
shines the liberating light of individual initiative, of individual 
liberty, of individual freedom, the light of untrammeled enter- 
prise. I believe that that light shines out of the heavens itself 
that God has created. I believe in human liberty as I believe 
in the wine of life. There is no salvation for men in the pitiful 
condescensions of industrial masters. Guardians have no 
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place in a land of freemen. Prosperity guaranteed by trustees 
has no prospect of endurance. If monopoly persists, monopoly 
will always sit at the helm of the government. I do not ex- 
pect to see monopoly restrain itself. If there are men in this 
country big enough to own the government of the United 
States, they are going to own it; what we have to determine 
now is whether we are big enough, whether we are men enough, 
whether we are free enough, to take possession again of the 
government which is our own. We haven’t had free access to 
it, our minds have not touched it by way of guidance, in half 
a generation, and now we are engaged in nothing less than the 
recovery of what was made with our own hands, and acts only 
by our delegated authority. 

I tell you, when you discuss the question of the tariffs and 
of the trusts, you are discussing the very lives of yourselves 
and your children. I believe that I am preaching the very 
cause of some of the gentlemen whom I am opposing when I 
preach the cause of free industry in the United States, for I 
think they are slowly girding the tree that bears the inesti- 
mable fruits of our life, and that if they are permitted to 
gird it entirely nature will take her revenge and the tree will 
die. 

I do not believe that America is securely great because she 
has great men in her now. America is great in proportion as 
she can make sure of having great men in the next generation. 
She is rich in her unborn children; rich, that is to say, if those 
unborn children see the sun in a day of opportunity, see the 
sun when they are free to exercise their energies as they will. 
If they open their. eyes in a land where there is no special 
privilege, then we shall come into a new era of American great- 
ness and American liberty; but if they open their eyes in a 
country where they must be employees or nothing, if they open 
their eyes in a land of merely regulated monopoly, where all 
the conditions of industry are determined by small groups of 
men, then they will see an America such as the founders of this 
Republic would have wept to think of. The only hope is in 
the release of the forces which philanthropic trust presidents 
want to monopolize. Only the emancipation, the freeing and 
heartening of the vital energies of all the people will redeem 
us. In all that I may have to do in public affairs in the 
United States I am going to think of towns such as I have seen 
in Indiana, towns of the old American pattern, that own and 
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operate their own industries, hopefully and happily. My 
thought is going to be bent upon the multiplication of towns 
of that kind and the prevention of the concentration of in- 
dustry in this country in such a fashion and upon such a scale 
that towns that own themselves will be impossible. You know 
what the vitality of America consists of. Its vitality does not 
lie in New York, nor in Chicago; it will not be sapped by any- 
thing that happens in St. Louis. The vitality of America lies 
in the brains, the energies, the enterprise of the people through- 
out the land; in the efficiency of their factories and in the 
richness of the fields that stretch beyond the borders of the 
town; in the wealth which they extract from nature and 
originate for themselves through the inventive genius charac- 
teristic of all free American communities. 

That is the wealth of America, and if America discourages 
the locality, the community, the self-contained town, she will 
kill the nation. A nation is as rich as her free communities; 
she is not as rich as her capital city or her metropolis. The 
amount of money in Wall Street is no indication of the wealth 
of the American people. That indication can be found only 
in the fertility of the American mind and the productivity of 
American industry everywhere throughout the United States. 
If America were not rich and fertile, there would be no money 
in Wall Street. If Americans were not vital and able to take 
care of themselves, the great money exchanges would break 
down. The welfare, the very existence of the nation, rests at 
last upon the great mass of the people; its prosperity depends 
at last upon the spirit in which they go about their work in 
their several communities throughout the broad land. In pro- 
portion as her towns and her countrysides are happy and hope- 
ful will America realize the high ambitions which have marked 
her in the eyes of all the world. 

The welfare, the happiness, the energy and spirit of the 
men and women who do the daily work in our mines and 
factories, on our railroads, in our offices and ports of trade, on 
our farms and on the sea, is the underlying necessity of all 
prosperity. There can be nothing wholesome unless their life 
is wholesome; there can be no contentment unless they are 
contented. Their physical welfare affects the soundness of the 
whole nation. How would it suit the prosperity of the United 
States, how would it suit business, to have a people that went 
every day sadly or sullenly to their work? How would the 
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future look to you if you felt that the aspiration had gone out 
of most men, the confidence of success, the hope that they 
might improve their condition? Do you not see that just as 
soon as the old self-confidence of America, just so soon as her 
old boasted advantage of individual liberty and opportunity, 
is taken away, all the energy of her people begins to subside, 
to slacken, to grow loose and pulpy, without fiber, and men 
simply cast about to see that the day does not end disastrously 
with them? 

So we must put heart into the people by taking the heart- 
lessness out of politics, business, and industry. We have got 
to make politics a thing in which an honest man can take his 
part with satisfaction because he knows that his opinion will 
count as much as the next man’s, and that the boss and the 
interests have been dethroned. Business we have got to un- 
trammel, abolishing tariff favors, and railroad discrimination, 
and credit denials, and all forms of unjust handicaps against 
the little man. Industry we have got to humanize, — not 
through the trusts, but through the direct action of law 
guaranteeing protection against dangers and compensation for 
injuries, guaranteeing sanitary conditions, proper hours, the 
right to organize, and all the other things which the conscience 
of the country demands as the workingman’s right. We have 
got to cheer and inspirit our people with the sure prospects of 
social justice and due reward, with the vision of the open gates 
of opportunity for all. We have got to set the energy and the 
initiative of this great people absolutely free, so that the future 
of America will be greater than the past, so that the pride of 
America will grow with achievement, so that America will 
know as she advances from generation to generation that each 
brood of her sons is greater and more enlightened than that 
which preceded it, know that she is fulfilling the promise that 
she has made to mankind. 

Such is the vision of some of us who now come to assist in 
its realization. For we Democrats would not have endured 
this long burden of exile if we had not seen a vision. We 
could have traded; we could have got into the game; we could 
have surrendered and made terms; we could have played the 
role of patrons to the men who wanted to dominate the inter- 
ests of the country, — and here and there gentlemen who pre- 
tended to be of us did make those arrangements. They 
couldn’t stand privation. You never can stand it unless you 
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have within you some imperishable food upon which to sustain 
life and courage, the food of those visions of the spirit where 
a table is set before us laden with palatable fruits, the fruits of 
hope, the fruits of imagination, those invisible things of the 
spirit which are the only things upon which we can sustain 
ourselves through this weary world without fainting. We have 
carried in our minds, after you had thought you had obscured 
and blurred them, the ideals of those men who first set their 
foot upon America, those little bands who came to make a foot- 
hold in the wilderness, because the great teeming nations that 
they had left behind them had forgotten what human liberty 
was, liberty of thought, liberty of residence, liberty of ac- 
tion. 

Since their day the meaning of liberty has deepened. But 
it has not ceased to be a fundamental demand of the human 
spirit, a fundamental necessity for the life of the soul. And 
the day is at hand when it shall be realized on this conse- 
crated soil,—a New Freedom,—a Liberty widened and 
deepened to match the broadened life of man in modern Amer- 
ica, restoring to him in very truth the control of his govern- 
ment, throwing wide all gates of lawful enterprise, unfettering 
his energies, and warming the generous impulses of his heart, 
—a process of release, emancipation, and inspiration, full of a 
breath of life as sweet and wholesome as the airs that filled 
the sails of the caravels of Columbus, and gave the promise 
and boast of magnificent Opportunity in which America dare 
not fail. 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. “Where the President excels,” says Colonel House, “is in his 
union of the capabilities of the dreamer, the seer, and the man of 
action.” Where does this essay give evidence of these three abilities? 

2. Explain: ‘‘A mere sea captain’s ambition to trace a new trade 
route gave way to a moral adventure for humanity.” : 

3. What is the attitude of the immigrant as he looks upon America 
for the first time? ( 

4. What is liberty? Comment on the nice distinctions made by the 
author in his examples of the locomotive and of the boat. 

s. In what does the real vitality of America consist? 

6. What is the new spirit of politics as embodied in this essay? 

7. Discuss: “ America is great in proportion as she can make sure of 
having great men in the next generation.” “A nation is as rich as her 
free communities.” “The program of a government of freedom must 
in these days be positive, not negative merely.” 
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SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. Complicating the Problem of Living. 
. A Modern Utopia. 

. Dominating Forces in American Life. 
Old American Towns. 

The Cornerstones of American Life. 

. Visions of the Spirit. 

. Achievements of the Next Generation. 
“You Are the Hope of the World.” 
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SAMUEL McCHORD CROTHERS 


Dr. SAMUEL McCHorp CROTHERS (b. 1857) was aged eleven when first 
he saw his own words in print in the local newspaper of Springfield, 
Illinois. Taking the Biglow Papers of James Russell Lowell as his 
model, he had written a series of short essays and sent them to the 
newspaper anonymously. The secret of authorship leaked out and 
Springfield was delighted with its boy prodigy. After such a success, 
he simply had to become a professional author. 

But in his blood was a more insistent call. For generations his for- 
bears had been clergymen. His father had died when the son was in 
infancy, and his mother left him free to shape his career himself. Thus 
it was without outside influence that he elected to study for the church. 
As was to be expected of such a precocious author, he was a most 
promising scholar. At twelve he was ready to attend classes at Witten- 
burg University, and thence he went to Princeton, Union Theological 
Seminary, and Harvard Divinity School. 

Once he was a minister, he felt that he should carry the preaching 
of the Gospel into unsheltered places, and he went out as pastor to a 
succession of churches in the Kansas prairies and the silver camps of 
Nevada. In 1891, though, he returned East, accepting a call to the First 
Unitarian Church of Cambridge, Massachusetts. There he has remained. 
In the Cambridge literary atmosphere his early desires to write reasserted 
themselves, and he found that with the years his pen had lost none of 
its cunning. He sent in an essay to a magazine. It was printed. So 
since then he has been a frequent contributor to similar periodicals. 
This essay is one of his most characteristic. 


Every Man’s Natural Desire To Be 
Somebody Else 


I 


SEVERAL years ago a young man came to my study with a 
manuscript which he wished me to criticize. 

“Tt is only a little bit of my work,” he said modestly, “ and 
it will not take you long to look it over. In fact it is only 
the first chapter, in which I explain the Universe.” 

I suppose that we have all had moments of sudden illumi- 
nation when it occurred to us that we had explained the Uni- 
verse, and it was so easy for us that we wondered why we had 
not done it before. Some thought drifted into our mind and 
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filled us with vague forebodings of omniscience. It was not 
an ordinary thought, that explained only a fragment of exist- 
ence. It explained everything. It proved one thing and it 
proved the opposite just as well. It explained why things are 
as they are, and if it should turn out that they are not that 
way at all, it would prove that fact also. In the light of our 
great thought chaos seemed rational. 

Such thoughts usually occur about four o’clock in the morn- 
ing. Having explained the Universe, we relapse into satisfied 
slumber. When, a few hours later, we rise, we wonder what 
the explanation was. 

Now and then, however, one of these highly explanatory 
ideas remains to comfort us in our waking hours. Such a 
thought is that which I here throw out, and which has doubt- 
less at some early hour occurred to most of my readers. It is 
that every man has a natural desire to be somebody else. 

This does not explain the universe, but it explains that per- 
plexing part of it which we call Human Nature. It explains 
why so many intelligent people, who deal skillfully with matters 
of fact, make such a mess of it when they deal with their 
fellow creatures. It explains why we get on as well as we do 
with strangers, and why we do not get on better with our 
friends. It explains why people are so often offended when we 
say nice things about them, and why it is that, when we say 
harsh things about them, they take it as a compliment. It 
explains why people marry their opposites and why they live 
happily ever afterwards. It also explains why some people 
don’t. It explains the meaning of tact and its opposite. 

The tactless person treats a person according to a scientific 
method as if he were a thing. Now, in dealing with a thing, 
you must first find out what it is, and then act accordingly. 
But with a person, you must find out what he is and then 
carefully conceal from him the fact that you have made the 
discovery. 

The tactless person can never be made to understand this. 
He prides himself on taking people as they are without being 
aware that that is not the way they want to be taken. 

He has a keen eye for the obvious, and calls attention to it. 
Age, sex, color, nationality, previous condition of servitude, and 
all the facts that are interesting to the census-taker are appar- 
ent to him and are made the basis of his conversation. When 
he meets one who is older than he, he is conscious of the fact, 
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and emphasizes by every polite attention the disparity in years. 
He has an idea that at a certain period in life the highest 
tribute of respect is to be urged to rise out of one chair and 
take another that is presumably more comfortable. It does 
not occur to him that there may remain any tastes that are 
not sedentary. On the other hand, he sees a callow youth and 
addresses himself to the obvious callowness, and thereby, makes 
himself thoroughly disliked. For, strange to say, the youth 
prefers to be addressed as a person of precocious maturity. 

The literalist, observing that most people talk shop, takes it 
for granted that they like to talk shop. This is a mistake. 
They do it because it is the easiest thing to do, but they resent 
having attention called to their limitations. A man’s pro- 
fession does not necessarily coincide with his natural aptitude 
or with his predominant desire. When you meet a member 
of the Supreme Court you may assume that he is gifted with 
a judicial mind. But it does not follow that that is the only 
quality of mind he has; nor that when, out of court, he gives 
you a piece of his mind, it will be a piece of his judicial mind 
that he gives. 

My acquaintance with royalty is limited to photographs of 
royal groups, which exhibit a high degree of domesticity. It 
would seem that the business of royalty when pursued as a 
steady job becomes tiresome, and that when they have their 
pictures taken they endeavor to look as much like ordinary 
folks as possible — and they usually succeed. 

The member of one profession is always flattered by being 
taken for a skilled practitioner of another. Try it on your 
minister. Instead of saying, “That was an excellent sermon 
of yours this morning,” say, “ As I listened to your cogent 
argument, I thought what a successful lawyer you would have 
made.” ‘Then he will say, “I did think of taking to the law.” 

If you had belonged to the court of Frederick the Great, 
you would have proved a poor courtier indeed if you had 
praised His Majesty’s campaigns. Frederick knew that he was 
a Prussian general, but he wanted to be a French literary man. 
If you wished to gain his favor, you should have told him that 
in your opinion he excelled Voltaire. 

We do not like to have too much attention drawn to our 
present circumstances. They may be well enough in their way, 
but we can think of something which would be more fitting for 
us. We have either seen better days or we expect them. 
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Suppose you had visited Napoleon in Elba and had sought 
to ingratiate yourself with him. SL 

“ Sire,” you would have said, “ this is a beautiful little 
empire of yours, so snug and cozy and quiet. It is just such 
a domain as is suited to a man in your condition. The climate 
is excellent. Everything is peaceful. It must be delightful to 
rule where everything is arranged for you and the details are 
taken care of by others. As I came to your dominion I saw a 
line of British frigates guarding your shores. The evidences 
of such thoughtfulness are everywhere.” 

Your praise of his present condition would not have en- 
deared you to Napoleon. You were addressing him as the 
Emperor of Elba. In his own eyes he was Emperor, though 
in Elba. 

It is such a misapprehension which irritates any mature 
human being when his environment is taken as the measure of 
his personality. 

The man with a literal mind moves in a perpetual comedy 
of errors. It is not a question of two Dromios. There are 
half a dozen Dromios under one hat. 

How casually introductions are made, as if it were the 
easiest thing in the world to make two human beings ac- 
quainted: Your friend says, “ I want you to know Mr. Stiffle- 
kin,” and you say that you are happy to know him. But does 
either of you know the enigma that goes under the name of 
Stifflekin? You may know what he looks like and where he 
resides and what he does for a living. But that is all in the 
present tense. To really know him you must not only know 
what he is but what he used to be; what he used to think he 
was; what he used to think he ought to be and might be if he 
worked hard enough. You must know what he might have 
been if certain things had happened otherwise, and you must 
know what might have happened otherwise if he had been 
otherwise. All these complexities are a part of his own dim 
apprehension of himself. They are what make him so much 
more interesting to himself than he is to anyone else. 

It is this consciousness of the inadequacy of our knowledge 
which makes us so embarrassed when we offer any service to 
another. Will he take it in the spirit in which it is given? 

That was an awkward moment when Stanley, after all his 
hardships in his search for Dr. Livingstone, at last found the 
Doctor by a lake in Central Africa. Stanley held out his hand 
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and said stiffly, “ Dr. Livingstone, I presume? ” Stanley had 
heroically plunged through the equatorial forests to find Living- 
stone and to bring him back to civilization. But Livingstone 
was not particularly anxious to be found, and had a decided 
objection to being brought back to civilization. What he 
wanted was a new adventure. Stanley did not find the real 
Livingstone till he discovered that the old man was as young 
at heart as himself. The two men became acquainted only 
when they began to plan a new expedition to find the source 
. of the Nile. 


II 


The natural desire of every man to be somebody else explains 
many of the minor irritations of life. It prevents that perfect 
organization of society in which everyone should know his 
place and keep it. The desire to be somebody else leads us 
to practice on work that does not strictly belong to us. We 
all have aptitudes and talents that overflow the narrow bounds 
of our trade or profession. Every man feels that he is bigger 
than his job, and he is all the time doing what theologians call 
“works of supererogation.” 

The serious-minded housemaid is not content to do what 
she is told to do. She has an unexpended balance of energy. 
She wants to be a general household reformer. So she goes to 
the desk of the titular master of the house and gives it a 
thorough reformation. She arranges the papers according to 
her idea of neatness. When the poor gentleman returns and 
finds his familiar chaos transformed into a hateful order, he 
becomes a reactionary. 

The serious manager of a street railway company is not 
content with the simple duty of transporting passengers cheaply 
and comfortably. He wants to exercise the functions of a 
lecturer in an ethical culture society. While the transported 
victim is swaying precariously from the end of a strap he reads 
a notice urging him to practice Christian courtesy and not to 
push. While the poor wretch pores over his counsel of per- 
fection, he feels like answering as did Junius to the Duke of 
Grafton, “ My Lord, injuries may be atoned for and forgiven, 
but insults admit of no compensation.” 

A man enters a barber’s shop with the simple desire of being 
shaved. But he meets with the more ambitious desires of the 
barber. The serious barber is not content with any slight 
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contribution to human welfare. He insists that his client shall 
be shampooed, manicured, massaged, steamed beneath boiling 
towels, cooled off by electric fans, and, while all this is going 
on, that he shall have his boots blacked. 

Have you ever marveled at the patience of people in having 
so many things done to them that they don’t want, just to 
avoid hurting the feelings of professional people who want to 
do more than is expected of them? You watch the stoical 
countenance of the passenger in a Pullman car as he stands up 
to be brushed. The chances are that he doesn’t want to be 
brushed. He would prefer to leave the dust on his coat rather 
than to be compelled to swallow it. But he knows what is 
expected of him. It is a part of the solemn ritual of traveling. 
It precedes the offering. 

The fact that every man desires to be somebody else explains 
many of the aberrations of artists and literary men. The 
painters, dramatists, musicians, poets, and novelists are just 
as human as housemaids and railway managers and porters. 
They want to do “ all the good they can to all the people they 
can in all the ways they can.” They get tired of the ways 
they are used to and like to try new combinations. So they 
are continually mixing things. The practitioner of one art 
tries to produce effects that are proper to another art. 

A musician wants to be a painter and use his violin as if it 
were a brush. He would have us see the sunset glories that he 
is painting for us. A painter wants to be a musician and 
paint symphonies, and he is grieved because the uninstructed 
cannot hear his pictures, although the colors do swear at each 
other. Another painter wants to be an architect and build up 
his picture as if it were made of cubes of brick. It looks like 
brick-work, but to the natural eye it doesn’t look like a 
picture. A prose-writer gets tired of writing prose, and wants 
to be a poet. So he begins every line with a capital letter, and 
keeps on writing prose. 

You go to the theater with the simple-minded Shakespearean 
idea that the play’s the thing. But the playwright wants to be 
a pathologist. So you discover that you have dropped into a 
gruesome clinic. You sought innocent relaxation, but you are 
one of the non-elect and have gone to the place prepared for 
you. You must see the thing through. The fact that you 
have troubles of your own is not a sufficient claim for exemp- 
tion. 
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Or you take up a novel expecting it to be a work of fiction. 
But the novelist has other views. He wants to be your spirit- 
ual adviser. He must do something to your mind, he must 
rearrange your fundamental ideas, he must massage your soul, 
and generally brush you off. All this in spite of the fact that 
you don’t want to be brushed off and set to rights. You don’t 
want him to do anything to your mind. It’s the only mind 
you have and you need it in your own business. 


III 


But if the desire of every man to be somebody else accounts 
for the many whimsicalities of human conduct and for many 
aberrations in the arts, it cannot be lightly dismissed as be- 
longing only to the realm of comedy. It has its origin in the 
nature of things. The reason why every man wants to be 
somebody else is that he can remember the time when he was 
somebody else. What we call personal identity is a very 
changeable thing, as all of us realize when we look over old 
photographs and read old letters. 

The oldest man now living is but a few years removed from 
the undifferentiated germ-plasm, which might have developed 
into almost anything. In the beginning he was a bundle of 
possibilities. Every actuality that is developed means a de- 
crease in the rich variety of possibilities. In becoming one 
thing it becomes impossible to be something else. 

The delight in being a boy lies in the fact that the possi- 
bilities are still manifold. The boy feels that he can be any- 
thing that he desires. He is conscious that he has capacities 
that would make him a successful banker. On the other hand, 
there are attractions in a life of adventure in the South Seas. 
It would be pleasant to lie under a breadfruit tree and let the 
fruit drop into his mouth, to the admiration of the gentle 
savages who would gather about him. Or he might be a saint 
—not a commonplace modern saint who does chores and 
attends tiresome committee meetings, but a saint such as one 
reads about, who gives away his rich robes and his purse of gold 
to the first beggar he meets, and then goes on his carefree way 
through the forest to convert interesting robbers. He feels 
that he might practice that kind of unscientific charity, if his 
father would furnish him with the money to give away. 

But by and by he learns that making a success in the bank- 
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ing business is not consistent with excursions to the South Seas 
or with the more picturesque and unusual forms of saintliness. 
If he is to be in a bank he must do as the bankers do. 

Parents and teachers conspire together to make a man of 
him, which means making a particular kind of man of him. 
All mental processes which are not useful must be suppressed. 
The sum of their admonitions is that he must pay attention. 
That is precisely what he is doing. He is paying attention to 
a variety of things that escape the adult mind. As he wriggles 
on the bench in the schoolroom, he pays attention to all that is 
going on. He attends to what is going on out-of-doors; he 
sees the weak points of his fellow pupils, against whom he is 
planning punitive expeditions; and he is delightfully conscious 
of the idiosyncrasies of the teacher. Moreover, he is a youth- 
ful artist and his sketches from life give acute joy to his con- 
temporaries when they are furtively passed around. 

But the schoolmaster says sternly, ““My boy, you must 
learn to pay attention; that is to say, you must not pay atten- 
tion to so many things, but you must pay attention to one 
thing, namely, the second declension.” 

Now, the second declension is the least interesting thing in 
the room, but unless he confines his attention to it he will 
never learn it. Education demands narrowing of attention in 
the interest of efficiency. 

A man may, by dint of application to a particular subject, 
become a successful merchant or real-estate man or chemist or 
overseer of the poor. But he cannot be all of these things at 
the same time. He must make his choice. Having in the 
presence of witnesses taken himself for better or worse, he 
must, forsaking all others, cleave to that alone. The conse- 
quence is that, by the time he is forty, he has become one kind 
of man, and is able to do one kind of work. He has acquired 
a stock of ideas true enough for his purposes, but not so 
transcendently true as to interfere with his business. His 
neighbors know where to find him, and they do not need to 
take a spiritual elevator. He does business on the ground 
floor. He has gained in practicality, but has lost in the quality 
of interestingness. 

The old prophet declared that the young men dream dreams 
and the old men see visions, but he did not say anything about 
=e middle-aged men. They have to look after the business 
end. 

But has the man whose working hours are so full of responsi- 
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bilities changed so much as he seems to have done? When he 
is talking shop is he “all there”? I think not. There are 
elusive personalities that are in hiding. As the rambling man- 
sions of the old Catholic families had secret panels opening into 
the “priest’s hole,” to which the family resorted for spiritual 
comfort, so in the mind of the most successful man there are 
secret chambers where are hidden his unsuccessful ventures, his 
romantic ambitions, his unfulfilled promises. All that he 
dreamed of as possible is somewhere concealed in the man’s 
heart. He would not for the world have the public know how 
much he cares for the selves that have not had a fair chance to 
come into the light of day. You do not know a man until you 
know his lost Atlantis, and his Utopia for which he still hopes 
to set sail. 

When Dogberry asserted that he was “as pretty a piece of 
flesh as any is in Messina,” and “ one that hath two gowns and 
everything handsome about him,” he was pointing out what he 
deemed to be quite obvious. It was in a more intimate tone 
that he boasted, “and a fellow that hath had losses.” 

When Julius Caesar rode through the streets of Rome in his 
chariot, his laurel crown seemed to the populace a symbol of 
his present greatness. But gossip has it that Caesar at that 
time desired to be younger than he was, and that before ap- 
pearing in public he carefully arranged his laurel wreath so as 
to conceal the fact that he had had losses. 

Much that passes for pride in the behavior of the great 
comes from the fear of the betrayal of emotions that belong to 
a simpler manner of life. When the sons of Jacob saw the 
great Egyptian officer to whom they appealed turn away from 
them, they little knew what was going on. “ And Joseph made 
haste, for his bowels did yearn upon his brother: and he sought 
where to weep, and he entered into his chamber, and wept 
there. And he washed his face, and went out, and refrained 
himself.” Joseph didn’t want to be a great man. He wanted 
to be human. It was hard to refrain himself. Ma 

What of the lost arts of childhood, the lost audacities and 
ambitions and romantic admirations of adolescence? What 
becomes of the sympathies which make us feel our kinship to 
all sorts of people? What becomes of the early curiosity in 
regard to things which were none of our business? We ask as 
Saint Paul asked of the Galatians, ‘“‘ Ye began well; who did 
hinder you? ” 

The eee is not wholly to our discredit. We do not 
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~ develop all parts of our nature because we are not allowed to 
do so. Walt Whitman might exult over the Spontaneous Me. 
But nobody is paid for being spontaneous. A spontaneous 
switchman on the railway would be a menace to the traveling 
public. We prefer someone less temperamental. 

As civilization advances and work becomes more specialized, 
it becomes impossible for anyone to find free and full develop- 
ment for all his natural powers in any recognized occupation. 
What then becomes of the other selves? The answer must be 
that playgrounds must be provided for them outside the con- 
fines of daily business. As work becomes more engrossing and 
narrowing, the need is more urgent for recognized and care- 
fully guarded periods of leisure. 

The old Hebrew sage declared, ‘“‘ Wisdom cometh from the 
opportunity of leisure.” It does not mean that a wise man 
must belong to what we call the leisure classes. It means, 
that, if one has only a little free time at his disposal, he must 
use that time for the refreshment of his hidden selves. If he 
cannot have a sabbath rest of twenty-four hours, he must learn 
to sanctify little sabbaths, it may be of ten minutes’ length. 
In them he shall do no manner of work. It is not enough that 
the self that works and receives wages shall be recognized and 
protected; the world must be made safe for our other selves. 
Does not the Declaration of Independence say that every man 
has an inalienable right to the pursuit of happiness? 

The old-time minister, after he had exhorted the believers at 
considerable length, used to turn to a personage who for homi- 
letical purposes was known as the Objector. To him, he 
addressed his most labored arguments. At this point I am 
conscious of the presence of the Objector. 

“ All you say,” he remarks, “in praise of your favorite 
platitude is true to a fault. But what has all this to do with 
the War? There is only one thing in these days worth think- 
ing about —at least, it is the only thing we cam think about.” 

“T agree with you, courteous Objector. No matter where 
we start, we all come back to this point: Who was to blame 
for the War, and how is it coming out? Our explanatory idea 
has a direct bearing on the question before us. The Prussian 
militarists had a painstaking knowledge of facts, but they had 
a contempt for human nature. Their tactlessness was almost 
beyond belief. They treated persons as if they were things. 
They treated facts with deadly seriousness, but had no regard 
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for feelings. They had spies all over the world to report all 
that could be seen, but they took no account of what could not 
be seen. So, while they were dealing scientifically with the 
obvious facts and forces, all the hidden powers of the human 
soul were being turned against them. Prussianism insists on 
highly specialized men who have no sympathies to interfere 
with their efficiency. Having adopted a standard, all varia- 
tion must be suppressed. It is against this effort to suppress 
the human variations that we are fighting. We don’t want all 
men to be reduced to one pattern.” 

“But what about the Kaiser? Does your formula explain 
him? Does he want to be somebody else? ” 

“IT confess, dear Objector, that it is probably a new idea 
to him; but he may come to it.” 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. Discuss the profound truth underlying the title. 

2. What does the author accomplish in the first two paragraphs? 

3. When do your most illuminating thoughts occur? 

4. Recall the various times when you desired to be somebody else. 

5. Why does the tactless person have difficulty in human relation- 
ships? What are his difficulties in meeting those older or younger 
than he? 

6. Discuss the prevalence of ‘‘shop talk.” 

4. What suggestions have you gained from the essay on proper topics 
of conversation. 

8. What is implied in really knowing a man? 

9. Point out humorous passages. What ones are due to the thought? 
What ones to the phrasing? 

ro. Where is the author good naturedly criticising the follies and fads 
of the age? 

rz. Does the essayist show an understanding of youth in his third 
section? Compare this part with Kipling’s “ Independence.” 

12. Discuss the narrowing effect education has upon a man. 

13. What “elusive personalities” have you found hiding in your 
friends? In yourself? 

14. Discuss: “ Nobody is paid for being spontaneous.” 


SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. A Moment of Sudden Illumination. 

. My Selves. 

My Life History as Revealed by Photographs. 
. Elusive Personalities in My Secret Chamber. 
When “Spontaneous Me” Caused Trouble. 
My Literal-Minded Friend. 

. Persons I Have Wished to Be. 

. The Boy I Should Have Been. 

. The Familiar Chaos of My Desk. 
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RUDYARD KIPLING 


Two important things should be borne in mind concerning Mr. Rudyard 
Kipling (b. 1865). First, he is one of the most famous prose writers 
and poets alive; second, he is the author of that rarity, a school story 
that lives, the tale of his own boyhood at the United Services College 
on the rocky coast of North Devon. 

Let the story be taken first. It is entitled Stalky and Co. The heroes 
are Three Musketeers of school life assisted by their friend Beetle, the 
short-sighted wearer of gig-lamps who is no other than Kipling himself. 
Stalky today is a famous British general named Dunsterville and the 
other two Musketeers have also distinguished themselves as soldiers. 
Buy, beg, borrow, or steal Stalky and Co. and get to know a delightful 
quartet of real life, indulging in rollicking adventures and evading with 
uncanny dexterity the restraints of authority. Learn from it, too, how 
Beetle as a lad always was stringing words together and how his great 
delight was in messing about a printing office, setting type, pulling 
proofs, and correcting galleys. 

That brings one to his subsequent fame as a writer. He went to the 
United Services College because that is where boys go to prepare to 
enter the British Army or Navy. But Kipling’s eyesight was not good 
enough for soldiering, so at sixteen he returned to India (he was born in 
Bombay) and took a job within smell of the printer’s ink so dear to 
him. He became a copy-reader on the Civil and Military Gazette. 
The glamour of the vast Indian Empire and the miraculous manner in 
which a mere handful of Englishmen there dominated, either as civilians 
or soldiers, millions of dusky natives, captivated his imagination and 
worked upon it until, when he was twenty-one, he burst forth in a new 
kind of verse with the lilt of bugles and the beat of drums in it. De- 
partmental Ditties was the title of the volume. The next year followed 
Plain Tales from the Hills, supremely clever short stories of Anglo- 
Indian life. At an age when many are just leaving college Kipling 
found that his name was made. Thereafter he was able to travel, wan- 
dering throughout the East, and later to go home to live at Brighton in 
England. 

It was in the heyday of the good reign of Queen Victoria when to 
English people the British Empire, that Empire “ upon which the sun 
never sets,” seemed the most wonderful creation of all time. Kipling 
became the poet of Empire, and the singer of its glories in prose as 
well. He was peculiarly well fitted for such duties. He is a little man 
with shaggy eyebrows and shaggy mustache, and somehow his own 
frailty makes him admire doughty deeds in distant lands, the fixed 
determination of gritted teeth, the nobility of silent heroism. Further, 
he is the apostle of efficiency, and it seemed to him in those days that 
the chief characteristics of the British empire-builder were the neatness 
and thoroughness with which he did his job. So it was that Kipling 
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turned up, the right man for the right moment, and his popularity 
seemed to know no bounds. 

But the real secret of his success lay in his own amazing talent. He 
was first and foremost a workman, in his own striking word; over 
everything he set his hand to, ballad, solemn poem, short story, novel, 
or fantasy for children, craftsmanship, supreme and admirable, invariably 
presided. He was also as versatile as he was efficient, producing novels 
such as Kim, animal stories like The Jungle Book, fairy tales such as 
Puck of Pook’s Hill, short tales like The Night Mail, and, during the 
Boer War, patriotic verse, grave as Recessional or lightly tragic as The 
Absent-Minded Beggar. 

In later years, however, with the decline of English excitement in Em- 
pire, his own powers seemed somewhat to dwindle too. His only son 
was killed in the War, and he himself recently was gravely ill. He has 
written less and less. But his gospel remains unaltered. It is expressed 
vigorously in the following rectorial address, delivered at the Scottish 
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THE amount of Truth open to Mankind has always been 
limited. Substantially, it comes to no more than the axiom 
quoted by the Fool in Twelftk Night, on the authority of the 
witty Hermit of Prague, “ That that is, is.” Conversely, 
“That that is not, isn’t.” But it is just this Truth which Man 
most bitterly resents being brought to his notice. He will do, 
suffer, and permit anything rather than acknowledge it. He 
desires that the waters which he has digged and canalized 
should run uphill by themselves when it suits him. He desires 
that the numerals which he has himself counted on his fingers 
and christened “two and two” should make three and five 
according to his varying needs or moods. Why does he want 
this? Because, subconsciously, he still scales himself against 
his age-old companions, the beasts, who can only act lies. Man 
knows that, at any moment, he can tell a lie which, for a while, 
will delay or divert the workings of cause and effect. Being 
an animal who is still learning to reason, he does not yet under- 
stand why with a little more, or a little louder, lying he should 
not be able permanently to break the chain of that law of 
cause and effect — the Justice without the Mercy — which he 
hates, and to have everything both ways in every relation of 
his life. 
In other words, we want to be independent of facts, and the 
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younger we are, the more intolerant are we of those who tell 
us that this is impossible. When I wished to claim my inde- 
pendence and to express myself according to the latest lights 
of my age (for there were lights even then), it was dishearten- 
ing to be told that I could not expect to be clothed, fed, taught, 
amused, and comforted — not to say preached at — by others, 
and at the same time to practice towards them a savage and 
thorny independence. 

I imagine that you, perhaps, may have assisted at domestic 
conferences on these lines; but I maintain that we are not the 
unthinking asses that our elders called us. Our self-expression 
may have been a trifle crude, but the instinct that prompted it 
was that primal instinct of independence which antedates the 
social one, and makes the young at times a little difficult. It 
comes down from the dumb and dreadful epoch when all that 
Man knew was that he was himself, and not another, and 
therefore the loneliest of created beings; and you know that 
there is no loneliness to equal the loneliness of youth at war 
with its surroundings in a world that does not care. 

I can give you no great comfort in your war, but, if you will 
allow me, I will give you a scientific parallel that may bear on 
the situation. . 

Not once upon a time, but at many different times in differ- 
ent places and ages, it came over some one Primitive Man that 
he desired, above everything, to escape for a while from the 
sight and sound and the smell of his Tribe. It may have been 
an excellent Tribe, or it may have been an abominable one, 
but whichever it was he had had enough of it for a time. 
Knowing no more than the psychology of his age (whereas we, 
of course, know the psychology of all the ages), he referred 
his impulse to the direct orders, guidance, or leading of his 
Totem, his Guardian Spirit, his Disembodied Ancestor, or 
other Private God, who had appeared to him in a dream and 
inspired his action. 

Herein our ancestor was as logical as a man taking his 
Degree on the eve of a professional career —not to say as 
practical as a Scot. He accepted Spirits and Manifestations 
of all kinds as part of his highly organized life, which had its 
roots in the immemorial past; but, outside that, the amount 
of truth open to him was limited. He only knew that if he 
did not provide himself with rations in advance, for his pro- 
posed excursion away from the Tribe, he would surely starve. 
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Consequently, he took some pains and practiced a certain 
amount of self-denial to get and prepare these rations. He 
may have wished to go forth on some utterly useless diversion, 
such as hacking down a tree or piling up stones, but whatever 
his object was, he intended to undertake it without the ad- 
vice, interference, or even the privity of his Tribe. He might 
appreciate the dear creatures much better on his return; he 
might hatch out wonderful schemes for their advantage during 
his absence. But that would be a side-issue. The power that 
possessed him was the desire to own himself for a while, even 
as his ancestors, whose spirits had, he believed, laid this upon 
him, had owned themselves, before the Tribal idea had been 
evolved. 

Morally his action was unassailable; his personal God had 
dictated it. Materially, his justification for his departure from 
the normal was the greasy, inconspicuous packet of iron rations 
on his shoulder, the trouble he had taken to get them, and the 
extent to which he was prepared not to break into them except 
as a last resort. For, without that material, backed by those 
purposes, his visions of his Totem, Spirit, or God would have 
melted back into the ruck of unstable, unfulfilled dreams; and 
his own weariness of his Tribe would have returned upon him- 
self in barrenness of mind and bitterness of soul. 

Because if a man has not his rations in advance, for any 
excursion of any kind that he proposes to himself, he must 
stay with his Tribe. He may swear at it aloud or under his 
breath. He may tell himself and his friends what splendid 
things he would do were he his own master, but as his Tribe 
goes so must he go — for his belly’s sake. When and as it lies, 
so must he lie. Its people must be his people, and its God 
must be his God. Some men may accept this dispensation; 
some may question it. It is to the latter that I would speak. 

Remember always that, except for the appliances we make, 
the rates at which we move ourselves and our possessions 
through space, and the words which we use, nothing in life 
changes. The utmost any generation can do is to rebaptize 
each spiritual or emotional rebirth in its own tongue. Then it 
goes to its grave hot and bothered, because no new birth has 
been vouchsafed for its salvation, or even its relief. 

And your generation succeeds to an unpromising and dis- 
heveled heritage. In addition to your own sins, which will 
be numerous but quite normal, you have to carry the extra 
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handicap of the sins of your fathers. This, it is possible that 
many of you have already made clear to your immediate 
circle. But the point you probably omitted (as our generation 
did, when we used to deliver our magnificent, unpublished 
orations De Juventute) is that no shortcomings on the part of 
others can save us from the consequences of our own short- 
comings. 

It is also true that you were brought into this world without 
being consulted. But even this disability, from which, by the 
way, Adam suffered, though it may justify our adopting a 
critical attitude towards First Causes, will not in the long run 
nourish our physical or mental needs. There seems, moreover, 
to be an unscientific objection on the part of First Causes 
against being inquired of. 

Even so, there is no need for the individual who intends to 
own himself to be too pessimistic. Let us, as our forefathers 
used, count our blessings. 

You, my constituents, enjoy three special ones. First, 
thanks to the continuity of self-denial on the part of your own 
forbears, the bulk of you will enter professions and callings 
in which you will be free men — free to be paid what your work 
is worth in the open market, irrespective of your alleged merits 
or your needs. Free, moreover, to work without physical mo- 
lestation of yourself or your family as long and as closely as 
you please — free to exploit your own powers and your own 
health to the uttermost for your own ends. 

Your second blessing is that you carry in your land’s history 
and in your hearts the strongest instinct of inherited continuity, 
which expresses itself in your passionate interest in your own 
folk, your own race and all its values. History shows that, 
from remote ages, the Scots would descend from their heather 
and associate together on the flat for predatory purposes; 
these now take the form of raiding the world in all departments 
of life—and governments. But at intervals your race, more 
than others, feels the necessity for owning itself. Therefore it 
returns, in groups, to its heather, where, under camouflage of 
“games” and “ gatherings,” it fortifies itself with the rites, 
incantations, pass-words, raiment, dances, food and drink of 
its ancestors, and re-initiates itself into its primal individualism. 
These ceremonies, as the Southern races know to their cost, 
give its members fresh strength for renewed forays. 

And that same strength is your third and chief blessing. [f 
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have already touched on the privilege of being broken by birth, 
custom, precept, and example to doing without things. This 
is where the sons of the small houses who have borne the yoke 
in their youth hold a cumulative advantage over those who 
have been accustomed to life with broad margins. Such men 
can and do accommodate themselves to straitened circum- 
stances at a pinch, and for an object; but they are as aware 
of their efforts afterwards as an untrained man is aware of his 
muscles on the second morning of a walking tour; and when 
they have won through what they consider hardship they are 
apt to waste good time and place by subconsciously approving, 
or even remembering, their own efforts. On the other hand, 
the man who has been used to shaving, let us say, in cold water 
at seven o’clock the year round, takes what one may call the 
minor damnabilities of life in his stride, without either making 
a song about them or writing home about them. And that is 
the chief reason why the untrained man always has to pay more 
for the privilege of owning himself than the man trained to the 
little things. It is the little things, in microbes or morale, 
that make us, as it is the little things that break us. 

Also, men in any walk of life who have been taught not to 
waste or muddle material under their hand are less given to 
muddle or mishandle moral, intellectual, and emotional issues 
than men whose wastage has never been checked, or who look 
to have their wastage made good by others. The proof is plain. 

Among the generations that have preceded you at this Uni- 
versity were men of your own blood — many and many — who 
did their work on the traditional sack of peasemeal or oatmeal 
behind the door — weighed out and measured with their own 
hands against the cravings of their natural appetites. 

These were men who intended to own themselves, in obedi- 
ence to some dream, leading, or word which had come to them. 
They knew that it would be a hard and long task, so they set 
about it with their own iron rations on their own backs, and 
they walked along the sands here to pick up driftwood to keep 
the fire going in their lodgings. 

Now, what in this World, or the next, can the World, or 
any Tribe in it, do with or to people of this temper? Bribe 
them by good dinners to take larger views of life? They 
would probably see their hosts under the table first and argue 
their heads off afterwards. Offer ’em money to shed a convic- 
tion or two? A man doesn’t lightly sell what he has paid for 
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with his hide. Stampede them, or coax them, or threaten them 
into countenancing the issue of false weights and measures? 
It is a little hard to liberalize persons who have done their own 
weighing and measuring with broken teacups by the light of 
tallow candles. No! Those thrifty souls must have been a 
narrow and an anfractuous breed to handle; but, by their God, 
in whose Word they walked, they owned themselves! And 
their ownership was based upon the truth that if you have 
not your own rations you must feed out of your Tribe’s hands 
—with all that that implies. 

Should any of you care to own yourselves on these lines, 
your insurances ought to be effected in those first ten years of 
a young man’s life when he is neither seen nor heard. This 
is the period — one mostly spends it in lodgings, alone — that 
corresponds to the time when Man in the making began to 
realize that he was himself and not another. 

The initial payments on the policy of one’s independence, 
then, must be financed, by no means for publication, but as a 
guarantee of good faith towards oneself, primarily out of the 
drinks that one does not too continuously take; the maidens in 
whom one does not too extravagantly rejoice; the entertain- 
ments that one does not too systematically attend or conduct; 
the transportation one does not too magnificently employ; the 
bets one does not too generally place, and the objects of beauty 
and desire that one does not too generously buy. Secondarily, 
those revenues can be added to by extra work undertaken at 
hours before or after one’s regular work, when one would in- 
finitely rather rest or play. That involves the question of how 
far you can drive yourself without breaking down, and if you 
do break down, how soon you can recover and carry on again. 
This is for you to judge, and to act accordingly. 

No one regrets — no one has regretted — more than I that 
these should be the terms of the policy. It would better suit 
the spirit of the age if personal independence could be guaran- 
teed for all by some form of codrdinated action combined with 
public assistance and so forth. Unfortunately there are still a 
few things in this world that a man must manage for himself: 
his own independence is one of them; and the obscure, repeated 
shifts and contrivances and abstentions necessary to the manu- 
facture of it are too personal and intimate to expose to the 
inspection of any Department, however sympathetic. 

If you have a temperament that can accommodate itself to 
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cramping your style while you are thus saving, you are lucky. 
But, anyway, you will be more or less uncomfortable until it 
presently dawns on you that you have put enough by to give 
you food and housing for, say, one week ahead. It is both 
sedative and anti-spasmodic — it makes for calm in the indi- 
vidual and forbearance towards the Tribe — to know that you 
hold even seven days’ potential independence in reserve — and 
owed to no man. One is led on to stretch that painfully ex- 
torted time to one month if possible; and as one sees that this 
is possible, the possibilities grow. Bit by bit, one builds up 
and digs oneself into a base whence one can move in any direc- 
tion, and fall back upon in any need. The need may be merely 
to sit still and consider, as did our first ancestors, what manner 
of animal we are; or it may be to cut loose at a minute’s notice 
from a situation which has become intolerable or unworthy; 
but, whatever it may be, it is one’s own need, and the opportu- 
nity of meeting it has been made by one’s own self. 

After all, yourself is the only person you can by no possibil- 
ity get away from in this life, and, may be, in another. It is 
worth a little pains and money to do good to him. For it is he, 
and not our derivatively educated minds or our induced emo- 
tions, who preserves in us the undefeated senior instinct of 
independence. You can test this by promising yourself not 
to do a thing, and noticing the scandalous amount of. special 
pleading that you have to go through with yourself if you 
break your promise. A man does not always remember, or 
follow up, the great things which he has promised himself or 
his friends to do; but he rarely forgets or forgives when he has 
promised himself not to do even a little thing. This is because 
Man has lived with himself as an individual, vastly longer than 
he has lived with himself under tribal conditions. Conse- 
quently, facts about his noble solitary self and his earliest 
achievements had time to get well fixed in his memory. He 
knew he was not altogether one with the beasts. His amazing 
experiences with his first lie had shown him that he was some- 
thing of a magician, if not a miracle-worker; and his first im- 
pulse towards self-denial, for ends not immediately in sight, 
must have been a revelation of himself to himself as stupendous 
as a belief in a future life, which it was possibly intended to 
herald. It is only natural, then, that individuals who first 
practiced this apparently insane and purposeless exercise came 
later to bulk in the legends of their Tribe as demigods, who 
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went forth and bearded the gods themselves for gifts -— for 
fire, wisdom, or knowledge of the arts. 

But one thing that stands outside exaggeration or belittle- 
ment — through all changes in shapes of things and the sounds 
of words — is the bidding, the guidance, that drives a man to 
own himself and upholds him through his steps on that road. 
That bidding comes, direct as a beam of light, from that Past 
when man had grown into his present shape, which Past, could 
we question it, would probably refer us to a Past immeasurably 
remoter still, whose Creature, not yet Man, felt within him that 
it was not well for him to jackal round another brute’s kill, even 
if he went hungry for a while. 

It is not such a far cry from that Creature, howling over his 
empty stomach in the dark, to the Heir of all the Ages count- 
ing over his coppers in front of a cookshop, to see if they will 
run to a full meal — as some few here have had to do; and the 
principle is the same: “‘ At any price that I can pay, let me 
own myself.” 

And the price zs worth paying if you keep what you have 
bought. For the eternal question still is whether the profit of 
any concession that a man makes to his Tribe, against the Light 
that is in him, outweighs or justifies his disregard of that Light. 
A man may apply his independence to what is called worldly 
advantage, and discover too late that he laboriously has made 
himself dependent on a mass of external conditions, for the 
maintenance of which he has sacrified himself. So he may be 
festooned with the whole haberdashery of success, and go to 
his grave a castaway. 

Some men hold that this risk is worth taking. Others do 
not. It is to these that I have spoken. 

“ Let the council of thy own heart stand, for there is no man 
more faithful unto thee than it. For a man’s mind is some- 
time wont to show him more than seven watchmen who sit 
above in a high tower.” 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


I. Has Kipling successfully come within the experience of his audi- 
cree Point out places which make you feel that he understands young 
people. 

2. If you are interested in this cutting, read the speech entire. 

3. Explain the first sentence. 

4. Why is it impossible to be “independent of facts” ? 
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5. Explain: ‘There is no loneliness to equal the loneliness of youth 
at war with its surroundings in a world that does not care.” 
Ye 6. What books have you read which take the above quotation for a 
eme ? 
7. Discuss: “ As his Tribe goes so must he go — for his belly’s sake.” 
8. What are the “three special blessings” enjoyed by the young 
people of today? 
9. How are the “ initial payments on the policy of one’s independ- 
ence ” financed ? 
to. Why does Kipling set so high a value on being able to do without 
things? 
11. Select five quotations which embody the finest thoughts of the 
essay. 


SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. Youth at War with Its Surroundings. 

. The Hardness of a World that Does not Care. 
. The Pleasures of Escape. 

Departures and Arrivals. 

. Independence as I Understand It. 

On Being Misunderstood by My Family. 
The Intolerance of Age towards Youth. 
. Without Interference from the Family. 
“Count Your Blessings.” 

. “There is nothing new under the sun.” 
. Handicaps Which Help. 
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For fifteen years Mr. Kenneth Grahame (b. 1859) was an important 
bank official, After being educated at Oxford, he became a servant of 
the Old Lady of Threadneedle Street. (That is the affectionate name by 
which from time immemorial the merchants and business-men of the City 
of London have known the Bank of England, greatest of all banks in the 
world after the Federal Reserve Bank of America.) He became the 
Acting Secretary and later the Secretary. Then in 1908 —at the age of 
forty-nine — he retired. He gave up living in London and went to live 
in the country to write. Since then he has dwelt mostly in Berkshire, a 
county of lovely woodlands within easy reach of London. 

Mr. Grahame, as his name indicates, is a Scot. He is also a born essay- 
ist, with a deep and engaging insight into the joyful anticipations and 
poignant disappointments of the young, as you may verify for yourself 
now. 
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Grown-up people really ought to be more careful. Among 
themselves it may seem but a small thing to give their word and 
take back their word. For them there are so many compensa- 
tions. Life lies at their feet, a party-colored india-rubber ball; 
they may kick it this way-or kick it that, it turns up blue, yel- 
low, or green, but always colored and glistening. Thus one sees 
it happen almost every day, and, with a jest and a laugh, the 
thing is over, and the disappointed one turns to fresh pleasure, 
lying ready to his hand. But with those who are below them, 
whose little globe is swayed by them, who rush to build star- 
pointing alhambras on their most casual word, they really 
ought to be more careful. 

In this case of the circus, for instance, it was not as if we 
had led up to the subject. It was they who began it entirely — 
prompted thereto by the local newspaper. ‘‘ What, a circus! ” 
said they, in their irritating, casual way: “ that would be nice 
to take the children to. Wednesday would be a good day. 
Suppose we go on Wednesday. Oh, and pleats are being worn 
again, with rows of deep braid,” etc. 

What the others thought I know not; what they said, if they 
said anything, I did not comprehend. For me the house was 
bursting, walls seemed to cramp and to stifle, the roof was 
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Jumping and lifting. Escape was the imperative thing — to 
escape into the open air, to shake off bricks and mortar, and 
to wander in the unfrequented places of the earth, the more 
properly to take in the passion and the promise of the giddy 
situation. 

Nature seemed prim and staid that day and the globe gave 
no hint that it was flying round a circus ring of its own. Could 
they really be true, I wondered, all those bewildering things 
I had heard tell of circuses? Did long-tailed ponies really 
walk on their hind-legs and fire off pistols? Was it humanly 
possible for clowns to perform one-half of the bewitching drol- 
leries recorded in history? And how, oh, how dare I venture 
to believe that, from off the backs of creamy Arab steeds, ladies 
of more than earthly beauty discharged themselves through 
paper hoops? No, it was not altogether possible, there must 
have been some exaggeration. Still, I would be content with 
very little, I would take a low percentage — a very small pro- 
portion of the circus myth would more than satisfy me. But 
again, even supposing that history were, once in a way, no liar, 
could it be that I myself was really fated to look upon this 
thing in the flesh and to live through it, to survive the rapture? 
No, it was altogether too much. Something was bound to hap- 
pen, one of us would develop measles, the world would blow up 
with a loud explosion. I must not dare, I must not presume, to 
entertain the smallest hope. I must endeavor sternly to think 
of something else. 

Needless to say, I thought, I dreamed of nothing else, day or 
night. Waking, I walked arm-in-arm with a clown, and 
cracked a portentous whip to the brave music of a band. Sleep- 
ing, I pursued — perched astride of a coal-black horse —a 
princess all gauze and spangles, who always managed to keep 
just one unattainable length ahead. In the early morning 
Harold and I, once fully awake, cross-examined each other as 
to the possibilities of this or that circus tradition, and ex- 
hausted the lore long ere the first housemaid was stirring. In 
this state of exaltation we slipped onward to what promised to 
be a day of all white days — which brings me right back to 
my text, that grown-up people really ought to be more careful. 

I had known it could never really be; I had said so to my- 
self a dozen times. The vision was too sweetly ethereal for em- 
bodiment. Yet the pang of the disillusionment was none the 
less keen and sickening, and the pain was as that of a corporeal 
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wound. It seemed strange and foreboding, when we entered 
the breakfast-room, not to find everybody cracking whips, jump- 
ing over chairs, and whooping in ecstatic rehearsal of the 
wild reality to come. The situation became grim and pallid 
indeed, when I caught the expressions “ garden-party ” and 
“my mauve tulle,” and realized that they both referred to that 
very afternoon. And every minute, as I sat silent and listened, 
my heart sank lower and lower, descending relentlessly like a 
clock-weight into my boot soles. 

Throughout my agony I never dreamed of resorting to a 
direct question, much less a reproach. Even during the period 
of joyful anticipation some fear of breaking the spell had kept 
me from any bald circus talk in the presence of them. But 
Harold, who was built in quite another way, so soon as he 
discerned the drift of their conversation and heard the knell 
of all his hopes, filled the room with wail and clamor of be- 


reavement. The grinning welkin rang with “ Circus! ” “ Cir- 
cus! ” shook the window-panes; the mocking walls reéchoed 
“ Circus! ” Circus he would have, and the whole circus, and 


nothing but the circus. No compromise for him, no evasions, 
no fallacious, unsecured promises to pay. He had drawn his 
check on the Bank of Expectation, and it had got to be cashed 
then and there; else he would yell, and yell himself into a fit, 
and come out of it and yell again. Yelling should be his pro- 
fession, his art, his mission, his career. He was qualified, he 
was resolute, and he was in no hurry to retire from the 
business. 

The noisy ones of the world, if they do not always shout 
themselves into the imperial purple, are sure at least of re- 
ceiving attention. If they cannot sell everything at their own 
price, one thing — silence — must, at any cost, be purchased 
of them. Harold accordingly had to be consoled by the em- 
ployment of every specious fallacy and base-born trick known 
to those whose doom it is to handle children. For me their 
hollow cajolery had no interest, I could pluck no consolation 
out of their bankrupt though prodigal pledges. I only waited 
till that hateful, well-known “ Some other time, dear! ” told 
me that hope was finally dead. Then I left the room without 
any remark. It made it worse —if anything could — to hear 
that stale, worn-out old phrase, still supposed by those dullards 
to have some efficacy. 

To nature, as usual, I drifted by instinct, and there, out of 
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the track of humanity, under a friendly hedgerow had my 
black hour unseen. The world was a globe no longer, space 
was no more filled with whirling circuses of spheres. That day 
the old beliefs rose up and asserted themselves, and the earth 
was flat again — ditch-riddled, stagnant, and deadly flat. The 
undeviating roads crawled straight and white, elms dressed 
themselves stiffly along inflexible hedges, all nature, centrifugal 
no longer, sprawled flatly in lines out to its farthest edge, and 
I felt just like walking out to that terminus, and dropping 
quietly off. Then, as I sat there, morosely chewing bits of 
stick, the recollection came back to me of certain fascinating 
advertisements I had spelled out in the papers — advertise- 
ments of great and happy men, owning big ships of tonnage 
running into four figures, who yet craved, to the extent of 
public supplication, for the sympathetic codperation of youths 
as apprentices. I did not rightly know what apprentices might 
be, nor whether I was yet big enough to be styled a youth; but 
one thing seemed clear, that, by some such means as this, 
whatever the intervening hardships, I could eventually visit 
all the circuses of the world — the circuses of merry France 
and gaudy Spain, of Holland and Bohemia, of China and Peru. 
Here was a plan worth thinking out in all its bearings; for 
something had presently to be done to end this intolerable 
state of things. 

Mid-day, and even feeding-time, passed by gloomily enough, 
till a small disturbance occurred which had the effect of re- 
leasing some of the electricity with which the air was charged. 
Harold, it should be explained, was of a very different mental 
mold, and never brooded, moped, nor ate his heart out over 
any disappointment. One wild outburst — one dissolution of 
a minute into his original elements of air and water, of tears — 
and outcry—so much insulted nature claimed. Then he 
would pull himself together, iron out his countenance with a 
smile, and adjust himself to the new condition of things. 

Tf the gods are ever grateful to man for anything, it is when 
he is so good as to display a short memory. The Olympians 
were never slow to recognize this quality of Harold’s, in which, 
indeed, their salvation lay, and on this occasion their gratitude 
had taken the practical form of a fine fat orange, tough-rinded 
as oranges of those days were wont to be. This he had evis- 
cerated in the good old-fashioned manner, by biting out a hole 
in the shoulder, inserting a lump of sugar therein, and then 
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working it cannily till the whole soul and body of the orange 
passed glorified through the sugar into his being. Thereupon, 
filled full of orange-juice and iniquity, he conceived a deadly 
snare. Having deftly patted and squeezed the orange-skin till 
it resumed its original shape, he filled it up with water, inserted 
a fresh lump of sugar in the orifice, and, issuing forth, blandly 
proffered it to me as I sat moodily in the doorway dreaming 
of strange wild circuses under tropic skies. 

Such a stale old dodge as this would hardly have taken me 
in at ordinary moments. But Harold had reckoned rightly 
upon the disturbing effect of ill-humor, and had guessed, per- 
haps, that I thirsted for comfort and consolation, and would 
not criticize too closely the source from which they came. Un- 
thinkingly I grasped the golden fraud, which collapsed at my 
touch, and squirted its contents into my eyes and over my 
collar, till the nethermost parts of me were damp with the 
water that had run down my neck. In an instant I had Harold 
down, and, with all the energy of which I was capable, devoted 
myself to grinding his head into the gravel; while he, realizing 
that the closure was applied, and that the time for discussion 
or argument was past, sternly concentrated his powers on 
kicking me in the stomach. 

Some people can never allow events to work themselves out 
quietly. At this juncture one of Them swooped down on the 
scene, pouring shrill, misplaced abuse on both of us: on me 
for ill-treating my younger brother, whereas it was distinctly 
I who was the injured and the deceived; on him for the high 
offense of assault and battery on a clean collar—a collar 
which I had myself deflowered and defaced, shortly before, in 
sheer desperate ill-temper. Disgusted and defiant we fled in 
different directions, rejoining each other later in the kitchen- 
garden; and as we strolled along together, our short feud 
forgotten, Harold observed, gloomily: “I should like to be a 
cave-man, like Uncle George was tellin’ us about: with a flint 
hatchet and no clothes, and live in a cave and not know any- 
body! ” 

“ And if anyone came to see us we didn’t like,” I joined in, 
catching on to the points of the idea, “ we’d hit him on the 
head with the hatchet till he dropped down dead.” 

“ And then,” said Harold, warming up, “ we’d drag him into 
the cave and skin him!” 

For a space we gloated silently over the fair scene our im- 
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aginations had conjured up. It was blood we felt the need of 
just then. We wanted no luxuries, nothing dear-bought nor 
ee te Just plain blood, and nothing else, and plenty 
of it. 

Blood, however, was not to be had. The time was out of 
joint, and we had been born too late. So we went off to the 
greenhouse, crawled into the heating arrangement underneath, 
and played at the dark and dirty and unrestricted life of cave- 
men till we were heartily sick of it. Then we emerged once 
more into historic times, and went off to the road to look for 
something living and sentient to throw stones at. 

Nature, so often a cheerful ally, sometimes sulks and refuses 
to play. When in this mood she passes the word to her under- 
lings, and all the little people of fur and feather take the hint 
and slip home quietly by back streets. In vain we scouted, 
lurked, crept, and ambuscaded. Everything that usually scur- 
ried, hopped, or fluttered —the small society of the under- 
growth — seemed to have engagements elsewhere. The horrid 
thought that perhaps they had all gone off to the circus oc- 
curred to us simultaneously, and we humped ourselves up on 
the fence and felt bad. Even the sound of approaching wheels 
failed to stir any interest in us. When you are bent on throw- 
ing stones at something, humanity seems obtrusive and better 
away. Then suddenly we both jumped off the fence together, 
our faces clearing. For our educated ear had told us that the 
approaching rattle could only proceed from a dogcart, and we 
felt sure it must be the funny man. 

We called him the funny man because he was sad and serious, 
and said little, but gazed right into our souls, and made us tell 
him just what was on our minds at the time, and then came 
out with some magnificently luminous suggestion that cleared 
every cloud away. What was more he would then go off with 
us at once and play the thing right out to its finish, earnestly 
and devotedly, putting all other things aside. So we called him 
the funny man, meaning only that he was different from those 
others who thought it incumbent on them to play the painful 
mummer. The ideal as opposed to the real man was what we 
meant, only we were not acquainted with the phrase. Those 
others, with their labored jests and clumsy contortions, doubt- 
less flattered themselves that they were funny men; we, who 
had to sit through and applaud the painful performance, knew 
better. 
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He pulled up to a walk as soon as he caught sight of us, and 
the dogcart crawled slowly along till it stopped just opposite. 
Then he leant his chin on his hand and regarded us long and 
soulfully, yet said he never a word; while we jigged up and 
down in the dust, grinning bashfully but with expectation. 
For you never knew exactly what this man might say or do. 

“You look bored,” he remarked presently; “ thoroughly 
bored. Or else—let me see; you're not married, are 
you? ” 

He asked this in such sad earnestness that we hastened to 
assure him we were not married, though we felt he ought to 
have known that much; we had been intimate for some time. 

“Then it’s only boredom,” he said. “Just satiety and 
world-weariness. Well, if you assure me you aren’t married 
you can climb into this cart and [ll take you for a drive. 
I’m bored, too. I want to do something dark and dreadful and 
exciting.” 

We clambered in, of course, yapping with delight and tread- 
ing all over his toes; and as we set off, Harold demanded of him 
imperiously whither he was going. 

““ My wife,” he replied, ‘‘ has ordered me to go and look up 
the curate and bring him home to tea. Does that sound suffi- 
ciently exciting for you? ” 

Our faces fell. The curate of the hour was not a success, 
from our point of view. He was not a funny man, in any sense 
of the word. 

“_— But I’m not going to,” he added, cheerfully. ‘ Then 
I was to stop at some cottage and ask — what was it? There 
was nettle-rash mixed up in it, ’m sure. But never mind, I’ve 
forgotten, and it doesn’t matter. Look here, we’re three des- 
perate young fellows who stick at nothing. Suppose we go off 
to the circus? ” 

Of certain supreme moments it is not easy to write. The 
varying shades and currents of emotion may indeed be put into 
words by those specially skilled that way; they often are, at 
considerable length. But the sheer, crude article itself — the 
strong, live thing that leaps up inside you and swells and 
strangles you, the dizziness of revulsion that takes the breath 
like cold water — who shall depict this and live? All I knew 
was that I would have died then and there, cheerfully, for the 
funny man; that I longed for red Indians to spring out from 
the hedge on the dogcart, just to show what I would do; and 
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Dae with all this, I could not find the least little word to say 
to him. 

Harold was less taciturn. With shrill voice, uplifted in 
solemn chant, he sang the great spheral circus-song, and the 
undying glory of the Ring. Of its timeless beginning he sang, 
of its fashioning by cosmic forces, and of its harmony with 
the stellar plan. Of horses he sang, of their strength, their 
swiftness, and their docility as to tricks. Of clowns again, of 
the glory of knavery, and of the eternal type that shall endure. 
Lastly he sang of Her — the Woman of the Ring — flawless, 
_ complete, untrammeled in each subtly curving limb; earth’s 
highest output, time’s noblest expression. At least, he doubt- 
less sang all these things and more — he certainly seemed to; 
though all that was distinguishable was, ‘“ We’re-goin’-to-the- 
circus! ” and then, once more, “ We’re-goin’-to-the-circus ”’ — 
the sweet rhythmic phrase repeated again and again. But in- 
deed I cannot be quite sure, for I heard confusedly, as in a 
dream. Wings of fire sprang from the old mare’s shoulders. 
We whirled on our way through purple clouds, and earth and 
the rattle of wheels were far away below. 

The dream and the dizziness were still in my head when I 
found myself, scarce conscious of intermediate steps, seated 
actually in the circus at last, and took in the first sniff of that 
intoxicating circus smell that will stay by me while this clay 
endures. The place was beset by a hum and a glitter and a 
mist; suspense brooded large o’er the blank, mysterious arena. 
Strung up to the highest pitch of expectation, we knew not 
from what quarter, in what divine shape, the first surprise 
would come. 

A thud of unseen hoofs first set us a-quiver; then a crash of 
cymbals, a jangle of bells, a hoarse applauding roar, and Cora- 
lie was in the midst of us, whirling past ’twixt earth and sky, 
now erect, flushed, radiant, now crouched to the flowing mane; 
swung and tossed and molded by the maddening dance-music 
of the band. The mighty whip of the count in the frock-coat 
marked time with pistol-shots; her war-cry, whooping clear 
above the music, fired the blood with a passion for splendid 
deeds, as Coralie, laughing, exultant, crashed through the paper 
hoops. We gripped the red cloth in front of us, and our souls 
sped round and round with Coralie, leaping with her, prone 
with her, swung by mane or tail with her. It was not only the 
ravishment of her delirious feats, nor her cream-colored horse 
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of fairy breed, long-tailed, roe-footed, an enchanted prince 
surely, if ever there was one! It was her more than mortal 
beauty — displayed, too, under conditions never vouchsafed to 
us before — that held us spellbound. What princess had arms 
so dazzlingly white, or went delicately clothed in such pink and 
spangles? Hitherto we had known the outward woman as but 
a drab thing, hour-glass shaped, nearly legless, bunched here, 
constricted there; slow of movement, and given to deprecating 
lusty action of limb. Here was a revelation! From hence- 
forth our imaginations would have to be revised and corrected 
up to date. In one of those swift rushes the mind makes in 
high-strung moments, I saw myself and Coralie, close enfolded, 
pacing the world together, o’er hill and plain, through storied 
cities, past rows of applauding relations, —I in my Sunday 
knickerbockers, she in her pink and spangles. 

Summers sicken, flowers fail and die, all beauty but rides 
round the ring and out at the portal; even so Coralie passed 
in her turn, poised sideways, panting, on her steed; lightly 
swayed as a tulip-bloom, bowing on this side and on that as 
she disappeared; and with her went my heart and my soul, and 
all the light and the glory and the entrancement of the scene. 

Harold woke up with a gasp. ‘‘ Wasn’t she beautiful? ” he 
said, in quite a subdued way for him. I felt a momentary 
pang. We had been friendly rivals before, in many an exploit; 
but here was altogether a more serious affair. Was this, then, 
to be the beginning of strife and coldness, of civil war on the 
hearthstone and the sundering of old ties? Then I recollected 
the true position of things, and felt very sorry for Harold; for 
it was inexorably written that he would have to give way to 
me, since I was the elder. Rules were not made for nothing, 
in a sensibly constructed universe. 

There was little more to wait for, now Coralie had gone; yet 
I lingered still, on the chance of her appearing again. Next 
moment the clown tripped up and fell flat, with magnificent 
artifice, and at once fresh emotions began to stir. Love had 
endured its little hour, and stern ambition now asserted itself. 
Oh, to be a splendid fellow like this, self-contained, ready of 
speech, agile beyond conception, braving the forces of society, 
his hand against everyone, yet always getting the best of it! 
What freshness of humor, what courtesy to dames, what tri- 
umphant ability to discomfit rivals, frock-coated and mus- 
tached though they might be! And what a grand, self-confi- 
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dent straddle of the legs! Who could desire a finer career than 
to go through life thus gorgeously equipped! Success was his 
keynote, adroitness his panoply, and the mellow music of 
laughter his instant reward. Even Coralie’s image wavered 
and receded. I would come back to her in the evening, of 
course; but I would be a clown all the working hours of the 
day. 

The short interval was ended: the band, with long-drawn 
chords, sounded a prelude touched with significance; and the 
program, in letters overtopping their fellows, proclaimed 
Zephyrine, the Bride of the Desert, in her unequaled bare- 
back equestrian interlude. So sated was I already with beauty 
and wit, that I hardly dared hope for a fresh emotion. Yet 
her title was tinged with romance, and Coralie’s display had 
aroused in me an interest in her sex which even herself had 
failed to satisfy entirely. 

Brayed in by trumpets, Zephyrine swung passionately into 
the arena. With a bound she stood erect, one foot upon each 
of her supple, plunging Arabs; and at once I knew that my 
fate was sealed, my chapter closed, and the Bride of the Desert 
was the one bride for me. Black was her raiment, great silver 
stars shone through it, caught in the dusky twilight of her 
gauze; black as her own hair were the two mighty steeds she 
bestrode. In a tempest they thundered by, in a whirlwind, a 
scirocco of tan; her cheeks bore the kiss of an Eastern sun, 
and the sand-storms of her native desert were her satellites. 
What was Coralie, with her pink silk, her golden hair and 
slender limbs, beside this magnificent, full-figured Cleopatra? 
In a twinkling we were scouring the desert — she and I and 
two coal-black horses. Side by side, keeping pace in our swing- 
ing gallop, we distanced the ostrich, we outstrode the zebra; 
and, as we went, it seemed the wilderness blossomed like the 
rose. 


I know not rightly how we got home that evening. On the 
road there were everywhere strange presences, and the thud of 
phantom hoofs encircled us. In my nose was the pungent 
circus-smell; the crack of the whip and the frank laugh of the 
clown were in my ears. The funny man thoughtfully abstained 
from conversation, and left our illusion quite alone, sparing us 
all jarring criticism and analysis; and he gave me no chance, 
when he deposited us at our gate, to get rid of the clumsy ex- 


132 Kenneth Grahame 


pressions of gratitude I had been laboriously framing. For the 
rest of the evening, distraught and silent, I only heard the 
march-music of the band, playing on in some corner of my 
brain. When at last my head touched the pillow, in a trice I 
was with Zephyrine, riding the boundless Sahara, cheek to 
cheek, the world well lost; while at times, through the sand- 
clouds that encircled us, glimmered the eyes of Coralie, 
touched, one fancied, with something of a tender reproach. 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. In what does the charm of this essay consist? Discuss the author’s 
sympathy with the point of view of children. 

2. Why ought “grown-up people to be more careful in promising 
things to children?” What early disappointments do you recall that 
were the result of broken promises? 

3. Describe from your early experience the days of anticipation pre- 
ceding any important event. 

4. Do the members of your own family differ as much in temper and 
temperament as the two boys described in this essay? Ilustrate. 

5. Did you ever plan to run away from home after an indignity suf- 
fered at the hands of an unsympathetic adult? When? 

6. What qualities of the “funny man” endeared him to children? 

7. Discuss the changing ambitions which swayed the boy at the circus. 
Is the picture overdrawn? Illustrate from your own experience. 

8. Point out passages of charm, of humor, and of pathos. 


SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. Childhood Anticipations. 

. Childhood Disappointments. 

. An Unpaid Check on the Bank of Expectation. 
. Some other time, dear! ” 

Why I Planned to Run Away from Home. 
. People Who Make-Believe. 

. Childish Misconceptions. 

Sights and Sounds and Smells of the Circus. 
The Pleasures of Escape. 

. Crabbed Age and Youth. 

. The Tendency to Exaggerate Misfortune. 
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OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES 


One often hears people reproached with talking too much. This is 
because they have nothing real to say, no bright ways of expression, and 
are content with retailing idle gossip or reporting trivial happenings. In 
short, because they are bores. Let a man have something interesting to 
impart, and wit and humor in his speech, and nobody will ever complain 
that he talks too much. On the contrary, everybody will want to hear 
more from him. Such a man was Oliver Wendell Holmes (1809-18094). 
He was professor of anatomy at Harvard, and so fresh, lively, and witty 
were his lectures that the students were sent to him at the end of the 
day when they were fagged, for he alone at that hour could make them 
alert and attentive again. At dinner parties he was always in demand, 
not only for speeches, but also for the sparkling give-and-take, the 
sallies and repartees of conversation. 

He soon showed too that he could do more than talk well; he could 
write as if he were talking. That is a wonderful gift. Publishers of 
books and editors of magazines and papers are always wishing and 
praying for an author who will write in that way. But it is indeed 
rarely that they find one. When they do, the authors are at once in 
what is known as Easy Street. In 1856, the Boston publishers, Phillips, 
Sampson, and Co., asked James Russell Lowell to edit a new magazine 
of which the title would be The Atlantic Monthly. You will still see 
it on the news stands. He consented, provided that Holmes should be a 
regular contributor. Holmes agreed and supplied the first of those 
famous papers collected under the title of The Autocrat of the Break- 
fast Table. At once they made a success of the magazine. 

The following essay is one of them. When you are reading it, picture 
to yourself the author sitting at his dining-room table and chatting 
away to his friends in the delightful fashion he has written down. And 
whenever you see or hear the name, Oliver Wendell Holmes, think at 
once of the man who could write as he talked. It is true that Holmes, 
in The Autocrat, is not actually quite so good as he was when he was 
speaking. The warmth of good fellowship, the presence of listeners, 
their apt suggestions and responses, all stimulated him in conversation. 
But nevertheless with his pen he is very good indeed. The Autocrat 
came out in book form in 1857. Two years later Holmes put another 
boarder in the Autocrat’s chair and produced a book entitled The Pro- 
fessor. Finally in 1872 came a third of the series, The Poet. Holmes 
himself was a poet, and he also wrote a novel, Elsie Venner. 

Altogether he was one of those immortals of whom America may 
justly be proud. 
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A younc friend has lately written an admirable article in one 
of the journals, entitled, ‘“ Saints and Their Bodies.” Approv- 
ing of his general doctrines, and grateful for his records of 
personal experience, I cannot refuse to add my own experi- 
mental confirmation of his eulogy of one particular form of 
active exercise and amusement, namely, boating. For the past 
nine years I have rowed about, during a good part of the 
summer, on fresh or salt water. My present fleet on the River 
Charles consists of three row-boats. 1. A small flat-bottomed 
skiff in the shape of a flat-iron, kept mainly to lend to boys. 
2. A fancy “dory ” for two pairs of sculls, in which I some- 
times go out with my young folks. 3. My own particular 
water-sulky, a “skeleton” or “shell” race-boat, twenty-two 
feet long, with huge outriggers, which boat I pull with ten-foot 
sculls, — alone, of course, as it holds but one, and tips him out 
if he doesn’t mind what he is about. In this I glide around 
the Back Bay, down the stream, up the Charles to Cambridge 
and Watertown, up the Mystic, round the wharves, in the 
wake of steamboats, which leave a swell after them delightful 
to rock upon; I linger under the bridges, — those “ caterpillar 
bridges,’ as my brother professor so happily called them; rub 
against the black sides of old wood-schooners; cool down under 
the overhanging stern of some tall Indiaman; stretch across to 
the Navy Yard, where the sentinel warns me off from the 
Ohio, — just as if I should hurt her by lying in her shadow; 
then strike out into the harbor, where the water gets clear and 
the air smells of the ocean, — till all at once I remember that, 
if a west wind blows up of a sudden, I shall drift along past 
the islands, out of sight of the dear old State-house, — plate, 
tumbler, knife and fork all waiting at home, but no chair 
drawn up at the table, — all the dear people waiting, waiting, 
waiting, while the boat is sliding, sliding, sliding into the great 
desert, where there is no tree and no fountain. As I don’t 
want my wreck to be washed up on one of the beaches in com- 
pany with devil’s-aprons, bladder-weeds, dead horse-shoes, and 
bleached crab-shells, I turn about and flap my long, narrow 
wings for home. When the tide is running out swiftly, I have 
a splendid fight to get through the bridges, but always make it 
a rule to beat, — though I have been jammed up into pretty 
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tight places at times, and was caught once between a vessel 
swinging round and the pier, until our bones (the boat’s, that 
is) cracked as if we had been in the jaws of Behemoth. Then 
back to my moorings at the foot of the Common, off with the 
rowing-dress, dash under the green translucent wave, return to 
the garb of civilization, walk through my Garden, take a look 
at my elms on the Common, and, reaching my habitat, in 
consideration of my advanced period of life, indulge in the 
Elysian abandonment of a huge recumbent chair. 

When I have established a pair of well-pronounced feather- 
ing-calluses on my thumbs, when I am in training so that I 
can do my fifteen miles at a stretch without coming to grief in 
any way, when I can perform my mile in eight minutes or a 
little more, then I feel as if I had old Time’s head in chancery, 
and could give it to him at my leisure. 

I do not deny the attraction of walking. I have bored this 
ancient city through and through in my travels, until I know 
it as an old inhabitant of a Cheshire knows his cheese. Why, 
it was I who, in the course of these rambles, discovered that 
remarkable avenue called Myrtle Street, stretching in one long 
line from east of the Reservoir to a precipitous and rudely 
paved cliff which looks down on the grim abode of Science, and 
beyond it to the far hills; a promenade so delicious in its re- 
pose, so cheerfully varied with glimpses down the northern 
slope into busy Cambridge Street with its iron river of the 
horse-railroad, and wheeled barges gliding back and forward 
over it, —so delightfully closing at its western extremity in 
sunny courts and passages where I know peace, and beauty, 
and virtue, and serene old age must be perpetual tenants, — 
so alluring to all who desire to take their daily stroll, in the 
words of Dr. Watts, 


Alike unknowing and unknown, — 


that nothing but a sense of duty would have prompted me to 
reveal the secret of its existence. I concede, therefore, that 
walking is an immeasurably fine invention, of which old age 
ought constantly to avail itself. 

Saddle-leather is in some respects even preferable to sole- 
leather. The principal objection to it is of a financial charac- 
ter. But you may be sure that Bacon and Sydenham did not 
recommend it for nothing. One’s /epar, or, in vulgar language, 
liver,— a ponderous organ, weighing some three or four 
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pounds, — goes up and down like the dasher of a churn in the 
midst of the other vital arrangements, at every step of a 
trotting horse. The brains are also shaken up like coppers in 
a money-box. Riding is good, for those that are born with a 
silver-mounted bridle in their hand, and can ride as much and 
as often as they like, without thinking all the time they hear 
that steady grinding sound as the horse’s jaws triturate with 
calm lateral movement the bank-bills and promises to pay upon 
which it is notorious that the profligate animal in question 
feeds day and night. 

Instead, however, of considering these kinds of exercise in 
this empirical way, I will devote a brief space to an examina- 
tion of them in a more scientific form. 

The pleasure of exercise is due first to a purely physical 
impression, and secondly to a sense of power in action. The 
first source of pleasure varies of course with our condition and 
the state of the surrounding circumstances; the second with 
the amount of kind of power, and the extent and kind of action. 
In all forms of active exercise there are three powers simulta- 
neously in action, — the will, the muscles, and the intellect. 
Each of these predominates in different kinds of exercise. In 
walking, the will and muscles are so accustomed to work to- 
gether, and perform their task with so little expenditure of 
force, that the intellect is left comparatively free. The mental 
pleasure in walking, as such, is in the sense of power over all 
our moving machinery. But in riding, I have the additional 
pleasure of governing another will, and my muscles extend to 
the tips of the animal’s ears and to his four hoofs, instead of 
stopping at my hands and feet. Now in this extension of my 
volition and my physical frame into another animal, my 
tyrannical instincts and my desire for heroic strength are at 
once gratified. When the horse ceases to have a will of his 
own and his muscles require no special attention on your part, 
then you may live on horseback as Wesley did, and write 
sermons or take naps, as you like. But you will observe that 
in riding on horseback you always have a feeling that, after 
all, it is not you that do the work, but the animal, and this 
prevents the satisfaction from being complete. 

Now let us look at the conditions of rowing. I won’t suppose 
you to be disgracing yourself in one of those miserable tubs, 
tugging in which is to rowing the true boat what riding a cow 
is to bestriding an Arab. You know the Esquimau kayak (if 
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that is the name of it), don’t you? Look at that model of one 
over my door. Sharp, rather? — On the contrary it is a lubber 
to the one you and I must have; a Dutch fishwife to Psyche, 
contrasted with what I will tell you about. Our boat, then, is 
something of the shape of a pickerel, as you look down upon 
his back, he lying in the sunshine just where the sharp edge 
of the water cuts in among the lily-pads. It is a kind of 
giant pod, as one may say, —tight everywhere, except in a 
little place in the middle, where you sit. Its length is from 
seven to ten yards, and as it is only from sixteen to thirty 
inches wide in its widest part, you understand why you want 
those “ outriggers,” or projecting iron frames with the row- 
locks in which the oars play. My rowlocks are five feet 
apart; double or more than double the greatest width of the 
boat. 

Here you are, then, afloat with a body a rod and a half long, 
with arms, or wings, as you may choose to call them, stretch- 
ing more than twenty feet from tip to tip; every volition of 
yours extending as perfectly into them as if your spinal cord 
ran down the center strip of your boat, and the nerves of your 
arms tingled as far as the broad blades of your oars, — oars 
of spruce, balanced, leathered, and ringed under your own 
special direction. This, in sober earnest, is the nearest ap- 
proach to flying that man has ever made or perhaps ever will 
make. As the hawk sails without flapping his pinions, so you 
drift with the tide when you will, in the most luxurious form 
of locomotion indulged to an embodied spirit. But if your 
blood wants rousing, turn around that stake in the river, which 
you see a mile from here; and when you come in in sixteen 
minutes (if you do, for we are old boys, and not champion 
scullers, you remember), then say if you begin to feel a little 
warmed up or not. You can row easily and gently all day, 
and you can row yourself blind and black in the face in ten 
minutes, just as you like. It has been long agreed that there 
is no such way in which a man can accomplish so much labor 
with his muscles as in rowing. It is in the boat, then, that 
man finds the largest extension of his volitional and mus- 
cular existence; and yet he may tax both of them so slightly, 
in that most delicious of exercises, that he shall mentally write 
his sermon, or his poem, or recall the remarks he has made in 
company and put them in form for the public, as well as in his 
easy-chair. 
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I dare not publicly name the rare joys, the infinite delights, 
that intoxicate me on some sweet June morning when the river 
and bay are smooth as a sheet of beryl-green silk, and I run 
along ripping it up with my knife-edged shell of a boat, the 
rent closing after me like those wounds of angels which Milton 
tells of, but the seam still shining for many a long rood behind 
me. To lie still over the Flats, where the waters are shallow, 
and see the crabs crawling and the sculpins gliding busily and 
silently beneath the boat, — to rustle in through the long harsh 
grass that leads up some tranquil creek, — to take shelter from 
the sunbeams under one of the thousand-footed bridges, and 
look down its interminable colonnades, crusted with green and 
oozy growths, studded with minute barnacles, and belted with 
rings of dark mussels, while overhead streams and thunders that 
other river whose every wave is a human soul flowing to eternity 
as the river below flows to the ocean,—lying there moored 
unseen, in loneliness so profound that the columns of Tadmor 
in the Desert could not seem more remote from life — the cool 
breeze on one’s forehead, the stream whispering against the 
half-sunken pillars, — why should I tell of these things, that 
I should live to see my beloved haunts invaded, and the waves 
blackened with boats as with a swarm of water-beetles? What 
a city of idiots we must be not to have covered this glorious 
bay with gondolas and wherries, as we have just learned to 
cover the ice in winter with skaters! 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. How important a factor is Jocality in contributing to the charm of 
this essay ? 

2. Why are you glad that he owned three boats? What does it 
reveal of the man? 

3. About what age was Holmes when he wrote the essay? Quote 
passages to support your claim. 

4. Discuss his estimate on walking. On riding. 

5. What cities have you “bored through and through ” ? 

6. Where are your favorite haunts in your locality? 

4. Point out passages which tell you that the essay was not written 
in the nineteen hundreds. 

8. Were Holmes writing today, what additional forms of exercise 
might he include? List the ones which you would include in such an 
essay. 

9. Discuss his contention that rowing is the superlative exercise. 

10. In what passages describing rowing does he “ put you there” ? 
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SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. What I Have Discovered in My Rambles. 
. Saddle-leather versus Sole-leather. 

. My Favorite Exercise. 

. Among the Lily-pads. 

. Drifting. 

. Things Seen from My Boat. 

. Favorite Haunts in My Neighborhood. 


JOHN GALSWORTHY 


In England the practice of the law is sharply divided. On the one 
hand are the pleaders in the courts who are called barristers or counsel. 
To become a pleader a man, before he can sit for the examinations, must 
join one of the old Inns of Court in London, and, after the examina- 
tions, he must eat a prescribed number of dinners in the Hall of the 
Inn. Then he is called to the Bar. On the other hand are the lawyers 
who instruct counsel, who lock after wills and conduct all legal business 
outside the courts. These are called solicitors. To become a solicitor a 
young man usually is articled to some well-established solicitor, _and, 
after passing his examinations, he is admitted to the roll of solicitors. 
In Scotland solicitors are known as writers to the Signet. Mr. John 
Galsworthy, one of three leading English novelists of his generation — 
the others being Mr. H. G. Wells and Mr. Arnold Bennett — comes of a 
line of family solicitors and he himself was brought up to succeed his 
father. His youth was dominated by a consciousness of the legal affairs 
of wealthy merchant families in England. He grew up, not in contact 
with the spectacular side of the law, the notorious suits, the noisy 
divorces, the criminal prosecutions, but in the quiet, secret atmosphere 
of deeds, conveyances, mortgages, wills, family histories, and family 
skeletons. All this seemed to him so interesting, so filled with a kind of 
repressed drama, that instead of becoming a solicitor himself, he decided 
to write about it. The very titles of his most important novels, The 
Man of Property, In Chancery, To Let, have a legal sound about 
them. 

He was born in 1867 and was sent to Harrow School. This school and 
Eton College are the two most exclusive in England. To have been at 
either is a guarantee of one’s family’s social position. They are two 
of the public schools to which Mr. Galsworthy refers in his essay. These 
are not public schools in the American sense; they correspond to private 
American academies, and their fees usually are large. They are called 
public schools because the oldest were founded to be open to all, because 
they are not managed by one individual, but superintended by a board 
of governors, and generally are regulated by laws known as the Public 
Schools Acts. Many famous statesmen, lawyers, and authors have at- 
tended Harrow School, which is situated in what now is a London 
suburb, but until recently was a picturesque village. It stands on a hill 
crowned by trees, and these trees and the church steeple are a landmark 
for miles. From Harrow young Galsworthy went to Oxford University, 
and afterwards continued to read for the law. It was at this time that 
he decided to become a writer. But first he went off to see the world, 
traveling for two years in Russia, the Orient, Fiji, Australia, Canada, 
and South America. His first book was published in 1808. 

He has been to America several times and has a great admiration for 
both the country and its people. He is a very quiet, unassuming, slight 
man, with a pale face and not much hair. If he were in the same 
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room, you might easily not notice that he was there. Vet he is a 
novelist, essayist, short-story writer, and lecturer, and all these things 
he does equally well. 


American and Briton * 


On the mutual understanding of each other by Britons and 
Americans the future happiness of nations depends more than 
on any other world cause. 

I have never held a whole-hearted brief for the British 
character. There is a lot of good in it, but much which is 
repellent. It has a kind of deliberate unattractiveness, setting 
out on its journey with the words: “Take me or leave me.” 
One may respect a person of this sort, but it is difficult either 
to know or to like him. I am told that an American officer 
said recently to a British staff officer in a friendly voice: “ So 
we're going to clean up Brother Boche together! ” and the 
British staff officer replied “ Really! ” No wonder Americans 
sometimes say: ‘‘ I’ve got no use for those fellows.” 

The world is consecrate to strangeness and discovery, and 
the attitude of mind concreted in that “ Really! ” seems unfor- 
givable, till one remembers that it is manner rather than matter 
which divides the hearts of American and Briton. 

In a huge, still half-developed country, where every kind of 
national type and habit comes to run a new thread into the 
rich tapestry of American life and thought, people must find it 
almost impossible to conceive the life of a little old island 
where traditions persist generation after generation without 
anything to break them up; where blood remains undoctored 
by new strains; demeanor becomes crystallized for lack of con- 
trasts and manner gets set like a plaster mask. The English 
manner of today, of what are called the classes, is the growth 
of only a century or so. There was probably nothing at all 
like it in the days of Elizabeth or even of Charles II. The 
English manner was still racy when the inhabitants of Vir- 
ginia, as we are told, sent over to ask that there might be 
despatched to them some hierarchical assistance for the good 
of their souls, and were answered: “ D n your souls, grow 
tobacco! ” The English manner of today could not even have 
come into its own when that epitaph of a lady, quoted some- 
where by Gilbert Murray, was written: “ Bland, passionate, and 
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deeply religious, she was second cousin to the Earl of Leitrim; 
of such are the Kingdom of Heaven.” About that gravestone 
motto was a certain lack of the self-consciousness which is now 
the foremost characteristic of the English manner. 

But this British self-consciousness is no mere fluffy gaucherie, 
it is our special form of what Germans would call “ Kultur.” 
Behind every manifestation of thought or emotion the Briton 
retains control of self, and is thinking: “ That’s all I’ll let them 
see”; even “ That’s all Ill let myself feel.” This stoicism is 
good in its refusal to be foundered; bad in that it fosters a 
narrow outlook; starves emotion, spontaneity, and frank sym- 
pathy; destroys grace and what one may describe roughly as 
the lovable side of personality. The English hardly ever say 
just what comes into their heads. What we call “ good form,” 
the unwritten law which governs certain classes of the Briton, 
savors of the dull and glacial; but there lurks within it a core 
of virtue. It has grown up like callous shell round two fine 
ideals — suppression of the ego lest it trample on the corns of 
other people, and exaltation of the maxim: “ Deeds before 
words.” Good form, like any other religion, starts well with 
some ethical truth, but soon gets commonized and petrified till 
we can hardly trace its origin, and watch with surprise its 
denial and contradiction of the root idea. 

Without doubt good form had become a kind of disease in 
England. A French friend told me how he witnessed in a 
Swiss hotel the meeting between an Englishwoman and her 
son, whom she had not seen for two years; she was greatly 
affected — by the fact that he had not brought a dinner jacket. 
The best manners are no “manners,” or at all events no 
mannerisms; but many Britons who have even attained to this 
perfect purity are yet not free from the paralytic effects of 
“good form ” ; are still self-conscious in the depths of their 
souls, and never do or say a thing without trying not to show 
what they are feeling. All this guarantees a certain decency 
in life; but in intimate intercourse with people of other nations 
who have not this particular cult of suppression, we English 
disappoint, and jar, and often irritate. Nations have their 
differing forms of snobbery. At one time the English all 
wanted to be second cousins to the Earl of Leitrim, like that 
lady bland and passionate. Nowadays it is not so simple. 
The Earl of Leitrim has become etherealized. We no longer 
care how a fellow is born so long as he behaves as the Earl of 
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Leitrim would have, never makes himself conspicuous or ridicu- 
lous, never shows too much what he’s really feeling, never 
talks of what he’s going to do, and always “ plays the game.” 
The cult is centered in our public schools and universities. 

At a very typical and honored old public school the writer of 
this essay passed on the whole a happy time; but what a curious 
life, educationally speaking! We lived rather like young 
Spartans; and were not encouraged to think, imagine, or see 
anything that we learned in relation to life at large. It’s very 
difficult to teach boys, because their chief object in life is not 
to be taught anything, but I should say we were crammed, not 
taught at all. Living as we did the herd-life of boys with little 
or no intrusion from our elders, and they men who had been 
brought up in the same way as ourselves, we were debarred 
from any real interest in philosophy, history, art, literature and 
music, or any advancing notions in social life or politics. I 
speak of the generality, not of the few black swans among us. 
We were reactionaries almost to a boy. I remember one 
summer term Gladstone came down to speak to us, and we 
repaired to the Speech Room with white collars and dark 
hearts, muttering what we would do to that Grand Old Man 
if we could have our way. But he contrived to charm us, 
after all, till we cheered him vociferously. In that queer life 
we had all sorts of unwritten rules of suppression. You must 
turn up your trousers; must not go out with your umbrella 
rolled. Your hat must be worn tilted forward; you must not 
walk more than two abreast till you reached a certain form, 
nor be enthusiastic about anything, except such a supreme 
matter as a drive over the pavilion at cricket, or a run the 
whole length of the ground at football. You must not talk 
about yourself or your home people, and for any punishment 
you must assume complete indifference. 

I dwell on these trivialities because every year thousands of 
British boys enter these mills which grind exceeding small, and 
because these boys constitute in after life the great majority of 
the official, military, academic, professional, and a consider- 
able proportion of the business classes of Great Britain. They 
become the Englishmen who say: “ Really! ” and they are for 
the most part the Englishmen who travel and reach America. 
The great defense I have always heard put up for our public 
schools is that they form character. As oatmeal is supposed 
to form bone in the bodies of Scotsmen, so our public schools 


144 John Galsworthy 


are supposed to form good, sound moral fiber in British boys. 
And there is much in this plea. The life does make boys en- 
during, self-reliant, good-tempered and honorable, but it most 
carefully endeavors to destroy all original sin of individuality, 
spontaneity, and engaging freakishness. It implants, more- 
over, in the great majority of those who have lived it the 
mental attitude of that swell, who when asked where he went 
for his hats, replied: “ Blank’s, of course. Is there another 
fellow’s? ” 

To know all is to excuse all — to know all about the bringing 
up of English public school boys makes one excuse much. The 
atmosphere and tradition of those places is extraordinarily 
strong, and persists through all modern changes. Thirty-seven 
years have gone since I was a new boy, but cross-examining a 
young nephew who left not long ago, I found almost precisely 
the same features and conditions. The war, which has changed 
so much of our social life, will have some, but no very great, 
effect on this particular institution. The boys still go there 
from the same kind of homes and preparatory schools and come 
under the same kind of masters. And the traditional unemo- 
tionalism, the cult of a dry and narrow stoicism, is rather 
fortified than diminished by the times we live in... . 

We are, deep down, under all our lazy mentality, the most 
combative and competitive race in the world, with the excep- 
tion, perhaps, of the American. This is at once a spiritual link 
with America, and yet one of the great barriers to friendship 
between the two peoples. We are not sure whether we are 
better men than Americans. Whether we are really better than 
French, Germans, Russians, Italians, Chinese, or any other race 
is, of course, more than a question; but those peoples are all 
so different from us that we are bound, I suppose, secretly to 
consider ourselves superior. But between Americans and our- 
selves, under all differences, there is some mysterious deep 
kinship which causes us to doubt and makes us irritable, as if 
we were continually being tickled by that question: Now am 
IT really a better man than he? Exactly what proportion of 
American blood at this time of day is British, I know not; but 
enough to make us definitely cousins — always an awkward 
relationship. We see in Americans a sort of image of our- 
selves; feel near enough, yet far enough, to criticise and carp 
at the points of difference. It is as though a man went out 
and encountered, in the street, what he thought for the moment 
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was himself, and, wounded in his amour propre, instantly be- 
gan to disparage the appearance of that fellow. Probably com- 
munity of language rather than of blood accounts for our sense 
of kinship, for a common means of expression cannot but 
mold thought and feeling into some kind of unity. One can 
hardly overrate the intimacy which a common literature brings. 
The lives of great Americans, Washington and Franklin, Lin- 
coln and Lee and Grant, are unsealed for us, just as to Amer- 
icans are the lives of Marlborough and Nelson, Pitt and Glad- 
stone and Gordon. Longfellow and Whittier and Whitman 
can be read by the British child as simply as Burns and Shelley 
and Keats. Emerson and William James are no more difficult 
to us than Darwin and Spencer to Americans. Without an 
effort we rejoice in Hawthorne and Mark Twain, Henry James 
and Howells, as Americans can in Dickens and Thackeray, 
Meredith and Thomas Hardy. And, more than all, Americans 
own with ourselves all literature in the English tongue before 
the Mayflower sailed; Chaucer and Spenser and Shakespeare, 
Raleigh, Ben Jonson, and the authors of the English Bible 
Version are their spiritual ancestors as much as ever they are 
ours. The tie of language is all-powerful — for language is 
the food formative of minds. A volume could be written on 
the formation of character by literary humor alone. The 
American and Briton, especially the British townsman, have a 
kind of bone-deep defiance of Fate, a readiness for anything 
which may turn up, a dry, wry smile under the bilackest sky, 
and an individual way of looking at things which nothing can 
shake. Americans and Britons both, we must and will think 
for ourselves, and know why we do a thing before we do it. 
We have that ingrained respect for the individual conscience 
which is at the bottom of all free institutions. Some years 
before the war an intelligent and cultivated Austrian, who had 
lived long in England, was asked for his opinion of the British. 
“Tn many ways,” he said, “I think you are inferior to us; but 
one great thing I have noticed about you which we have not. 
You think and act and speak for yourselves.” If he had passed 
those years in America instead of in England he must needs 
have pronounced the same judgment of Americans. Free 
speech, of course, like every form of freedom, goes in danger 
of its life in war-time. The other day, in Russia, an English- 
man came on a street meeting shortly after the first revolution 
had begun. An extremist was addressing the gathering and 
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telling them that they were fools to go on fighting, that they 
ought to refuse and go home, and so forth. The crowd grew 
angry, and some soldiers were for making a rush at him; but 
the chairman, a big burly peasant, stopped them with these 
words: “ Brothers, you know that our country is now a coun- 
try of free speech. We must listen to this man, we must let 
him say anything he will. But, brothers, when he’s finished, 
we'll bash his head in! ” 

I cannot assert that either Britons or Americans are in- 
capable in times like these of a similar interpretation of “ free 
speech.” Things have been done in our country, and will be 
done in America, which should make us blush. But so strong 
is the free instinct in both countries that some vestiges of it 
will survive even this war, for democracy is a sham unless it 
means the preservation and development of this instinct of 
thinking for oneself throughout a people. ‘ Government of 
the people, by the people, for the people ” means nothing unless 
individuals keep their consciences unfettered and think freely. 
Accustom people to be nose-led and spoon-fed, and democracy 
is a mere pretense. The measure of democracy is the measure 
of the freedom and sense of individual responsibility in its 
humblest citizens. And democracy—TI say it with solemnity 
— has yet to prove itself... . 

Ever since the substantial introduction of democracy nearly 
a century and a half ago with the American War of Independ- 
ence, Western civilization has been living on two planes or 
levels — the autocratic plane, with which is bound up the idea 
of nationalism, and the democratic, to which has become con- 
joined the idea of internationalism. Not only little wars, but 
great wars such as this, come because of inequality in growth, 
dissimilarity of political institutions between states; because 
this state or that is basing its life on different principles from 
its neighbors. The decentralization, delays, critical temper, 
and the importance of home affairs prevalent in democratic 
countries make them at once slower, weaker, less apt to strike, 
and less prepared to strike than countries where bureaucratic 
brains subject to no real popular check devise world policies 
which can be thrust, prepared to the last button, on the world 
at a moment’s notice. The free and critical spirit in America, 
France, and Britain has kept our democracies comparatively 
unprepared for anything save their own affairs. 

We fall into glib usage of words like democracy and make 
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fetiches of them without due understanding. Democracy is 
inferior to autocracy from the aggressively national point of 
view; it is not necessarily superior to autocracy as a guarantee 
of general well-being; it may even turn out to be inferior unless 
we can improve it. But democracy is the rising tide; it may 
be dammed or delayed, but cannot be stopped. It seems to be 
a law in human nature that where, in any corporate society, 
the idea of self-government sets foot it refuses to take that 
foot up again. State after state, copying the American ex- 
ample, has adopted the democratic principle; the world’s face 
is that way set. And civilization is now so of a pattern that 
the Western world may be looked on as one state and the 
process of change therein from autocracy to democracy re- 
garded as though it were taking place in a single old-time 
country such as Greece or Rome. If throughout Western 
civilization we can secure the single democratic principle of 
government, its single level of state morality in thought and 
action, we shall be well on our way to unanimity throughout 
the world; for even in China and Japan the democratic virus 
is at work. It is my belief that only in a world thus uniform, 
and freed from the danger of pounce by autocracies, have 
states any chance to develop the individual conscience to a 
point which shall make democracy proof against anarchy and 
themselves proof against dissolution; and only in such a world 
can a League of Nations to enforce peace succeed. 

But even if we do secure a single plane for Western civiliza- 
tion and ultimately for the world, there will be but slow and 
difficult progress in the lot of mankind. And unless we secure 
it, there will be only a march backward. 

For this advance to a uniform civilization the solidarity of 
the English-speaking races is vital. Without that there will 
be no bottom on which to build. 

The ancestors of the American people sought a new country 
because they had in them a reverence for the individual con- 
science; they came from Britain, the first large state in the 
Christian era to build up the idea of political freedom. The 
instincts and ideals of our two races have ever been the same. 
That great and lovable people, the French, with their clear 
thought and expression, and their quick blood, have expressed 
those ideals more vividly than either of us. But the phleg- 
matic and the dry tenacity of our English and American 
temperaments has ever made our countries the most settled and 
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safe homes of the individual conscience, and of its children — 
Democracy, Freedom, and Internationalism. Whatever their 
faults — and their offenses cry aloud to such poor heaven as 
remains of chivalry and mercy — the Germans are in many 
ways a great race, but they possess two qualities dangerous to 
the individual conscience — unquestioning obedience and ex- 
altation. When they embrace the democratic idea they may 
surpass us all in its logical development, but the individual 
conscience will still not be at ease with them. We must lock 
to our two countries to guarantee its strength and activity, and 
if we English-speaking races quarrel and become disunited, 
civilization will split up again and go its way toruin. We are 
the ballast of the new order. 

I do not believe in formal alliances or in grouping nations to 
exclude and keep down other nations. Friendships between 
countries should have the only true reality of common senti- 
ment, and be animated by desire for the general welfare of man- 
kind. We need no formal bonds, but we have a sacred charge 
in common, to let no petty matters, differences of manner, 
or divergences of material interest, destroy our spiritual agree- 
ment. Our pasts, our geographical positions, our tempera- 
ments make us, beyond all other races, the hope and trustees of 
mankind’s advance along the only lines now open — demo- 
cratic internationalism. It is childish to claim for Americans 
or Britons virtues beyond those of other nations, or to believe 
in the superiority of one national culture to another; they are 
different, that is all. It is by accident that we find ourselves 
in this position of guardianship to the main line of human 
development; no need to pat ourselves on the back about it. 
But we are at a great and critical moment in the world’s history 
— how critical none of us alive will ever realize. The civiliza- 
tion slowly built since the fall of Rome has either to break up 
and dissolve into jagged and isolated fragments through a 
century of war; or, unified and reanimated by a single idea, to 
move forward on one plane and attain greater height and 
breadth. 

Under the pressure of this war there is, beneath the lip- 
service we pay to democracy, a disposition to lose faith in it 
because of its undoubted weakness and inconvenience in a 
struggle with states autocratically governed; there is even a 
sort of secret reaction to autocracy. On those lines there is 
no way out of a future of bitter rivalries, chicanery and wars, 
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and the probable total failure of our civilization. The only 
cure which I can see lies in democratizing the whole world and 
removing the present weaknesses and shams of democracy by 
education of the individual conscience in every country. Good- 
by to that chance if Americans and Britons fall foul of each 
other, refuse to pool their thoughts and hopes, and to keep the 
general welfare of mankind in view. They have got to stand 
together, not in aggressive and jealous policies, but in defense 
and championship of the self-helpful, self-governing, “live and 
let live ” philosophy of life. 

The house of the future is always dark. There are few 
cornerstones to be discerned in the temple of our fate. But 
of these few one is the brotherhood and bond of the English- 
speaking races, not for narrow purposes, but that mankind may 
yet see faith and good-will enshrined, yet breathe a sweeter air, 
and know a life where Beauty passes, with the sun on her 
wings. 

We want in the lives of men a “ Song of Honor,” as in Ralph 
Hodgson’s poem: 


The song of men all sorts and kinds, 

As many tempers, moods and minds 
As leaves are on a tree, 

As many faiths and castes and creeds, 

As many human bloods and breeds, 
As in the world may be. 


In the making of that song the English-speaking races will 
assuredly unite. What made this world we know not; the 
principle of life is inscrutable and will forever be; but we know 
that Earth is yet on the up-grade of existence, the mountain 
top of man’s life not reached, that many centuries of growth 
are yet in front of us before Nature begins to chill this planet 
till it swims, at last, another moon, in space. In the climb to 
that mountain top of a happy life for mankind our two great 
nations are as guides who go before, roped together in perilous 
ascent. On their nerve, loyalty, and wisdom the adventure 
now hangs. What American or British knife will sever the 
rope? 

He who ever gives a thought to the life of man at large, to 
his miseries and disappointments, to the waste and cruelty of 
existence, will remember that if American or Briton fail him- 
self, or fail the other, there can but be for us both, and for all 
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other peoples, a hideous slip, a swift and fearful fall into an 
abyss, whence all shall be to begin over again. 

We shall not fail — neither ourselves, nor each other. Our 
comradeship will endure. 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. What was Galsworthy’s purpose in writing the essay? 

2. Do you agree with the thought in the first sentence? Why? 

3. Does the author write as an Englishman who understands America? 
Does he seem prejudiced? 

4. Discuss the part the English schools play in developing the charac- 
ter of the Briton. The influence of the American schools in molding 
the national character. 

5s. Where could the American high school do more in training its 
pupils for citizenship ? 

6. What are the bonds of kinship between American and Briton? 
Why should they be protected? 


SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. The Unwritten Rules of My Social Group. 

My Friendship with a Foreigner. 

. When My Originality Led Me Astray. 

When My Self Love Was Wounded. 

. My Spiritual Ancestors. 

Free Speech in America. 

. Forms of Snobbery. 

My Curious Life, Educationally Speaking. 

. Advantages and Disadvantages of Concealing One’s Feelings. 
. England’s Combative and Competitive Spirit. 
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JOHN KENDRICK BANGS 


te My SILENT SERVANTS,” as you will find, is a serious and sensible dis- 
quisition, but it was written by a man who became popular as a 
humorous writer and lecturer. John Kendrick Bangs (1862-1922) pro- 
duced in his lifetime nearly fifty volumes of amusing verse or prose and 
was in turn editor of Life and editor of “The Editor’s Drawer” in 
Harper’s Magazine. As a political, humorous, and wartime lecturer 
he addressed more than a thousand audiences. His book on his experi- 
ences on tour, From Pillar to Post, is entertaining reading. 

Serious Bangs could be when he wished, and he held serious jobs, 
editor of Harper's Weekly and editor of the Metropolitan Magazine. 
But when he tried politics he failed. He once ran for mayor in 
Yonkers, N. Y., his native town, “and was returned by a comfortable 
majority to the bosom of my family, unwept, unhonored, and unsung.” 


My Silent Servants 


I am sorry for many kinds of folk. I am sorry for the dis- 
tressed, the depressed, and the oppressed, whosoever they may 
be, or wheresoever found. I am sorry for the man of high 
aspiration thwarted at every point by the insurmountable 
steeps in the path of achievement. But when I find a man 
who has the means to build up a library in his own home, yet 
into whose home come only the most inconsequential of books, 
I don’t know whether I am sorry for him or not. If he be one 
of those self-made persons whose supreme satisfaction with 
results is their most salient characteristic, who sneer at the real 
booklover and refer even to the reader of a Sunday comic 
supplement as a bookworm, and who hold themselves superior 
to books and their makers, I do not pity him at all. He has 
earned his wage of ignorance, and is entitled to its increment 
of dross. But if on the other hand he is one of those upon 
whose mental horizon the Sun of Letters and the Stars of Song 
have not yet shone, and who grope in darkness not by prefer- 
ence but merely because they do not know that the light is 
there, then I am sorry for him. I would do all that lies in 
my power to lead him to the light, for what light there is, 
indeed, in a well-selected library! What joy of song is there! 
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What glowing comradeships with the noblest minds of all time 
lie within the silent covers of our books! 

I think I have today a keener realization of the complete 
satisfaction of a library than ever before, for for three years I 
have been an exile from mine, and after much wandering have 
only just now returned to it. Coming back to my books was 
like returning to a home filled with old and devoted friends. 
It is true that when I first entered into their presence they all 
had their backs turned to me, but their welcome was none the 
less warm for that. And when I realized that on their backs 
they bore their title to my regard, it seemed to me that their 
seemingly ungracious posture was merely their tactful method 
of “ presenting their cards ” lest, perchance, in the presence of 
other matters I had forgotten their names. I wish all men 
would be as considerate. But there they stood, faithfully 
keeping watch, ready as ever to serve the need of each and 
every mood, giving me so warm a welcome, in truth, that with 
Shakespeare I was almost inclined to cry: 


My library was dukedom large enough! 


I 


And who would wish a greater? Is not the kingdom of 
mind fairer than all the principalities of earth? I would not 
deny the value of acres. I am not at all sure that if I could 
be the Duke of Devonshire and myself at the same time I 
should decline the honor, but for the riches of the spirit I 
would seek rather the pages of Emerson than the greening 
reaches of Chatsworth, Eaton, or Blenheim. Warwickshire is 
beautiful, but lovely as are its meadows, its gardens, trees, 
and leafy lanes, it is lovelier still for the romance of Ken- 
ilworth and the poetry of the Avon. It is indeed through 
the inspiration of Shakespeare and of Scott that pilgrims 
are inducted into a greater appreciation of the delights thereof, 
just as the song of Wordsworth is the primary lure that 
summons us to the sunny charms of Windermere and Rydal 
Mount. 

Bovée tells us — and, by the way, I wish somebody would 
tell me who Bovée was, and what he did besides writing say- 
ings for books of quotations, for I find no reference to him in 
the cyclopedias or other works of the cyclopedic, and I doubt 
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not that to greater ignoramuses than I he is as well known as 
Captain John Smith or Daisy Ashford — Bovée tells us that 


Books are embalméd minds, 


which is why I wish to know who he is or was, and where he 
may be addressed. I should like to drop him a postal and 
after paying my respects to his genius, tell him that real books 
are nothing of the sort. On the contrary, they are the vehicles 
by which the still living minds of dead men are carried on 
through the immortal years. They may be enshrined minds, 
or minds perpetuated, but their suggestion is not of death, but 
of life itself. Bulwer-Lytton has phrased it more happily and 
more truly in his lines: 


The Wise 
(Minstrel or Sage) out of their books are clay, 
But in their books, as from their graves they rise, 
Angels —that side by side upon our way 
Walk with, and warn us. 


He might have added a tribute to the unwavering quality of 
their devotion to our interest, for our books, unlike some of 
our less constant friends, do not despair of our reformation if, 
perchance, heedless of their warnings, we sin and fall. They 
stand by faithfully, and though we fall seventy times seventy 
times, with persistent patience they again repeat their warn- 
ings, as if they knew that hopeless as we seem to be, there is 
yet hope for us. 


Silent companions of the lonely hour 


Mrs. Norton calls them, and in their companionship they 
enable us to forget our trials, and sometimes in our perplexity 
they do our thinking, and point to right conclusions, for us. 


I love to lose myself in other men’s minds. 
When I am not walking I am reading; 
I cannot sit and think. Books think for me, 


says Lamb, who in his own sufferings found in books forget- 
fulness of pain, and who in his own books has brought for- 
getfulness of pain to others. 
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II 


If I were a doctor I should make books a part of the materia 
medica, and prescribe them for my patients, according to their 
need. Over the door of the library at Thebes were inscribed 
the words “ Medicine for the Soul,” and Diodorus described 
books as “ the medicine of the mind,” wherefore I do not claim 
to have originated the idea, unless perchance in some earlier 
incarnation it was my privilege to be either Diodorus, or the 
sagacious trustee of the Theban library who suggested the in- 
scription. I do not know if this were so or not. If it were, 
I can only say that it made no impression upon me. But I 
can personally testify out of a rich experience to the medical 
value of books. Many a time have I wakened in the deadly 
darkness of the night, gasping for breath, with an acute indi- 
gestion, and, feeling myself on the verge of dissolution, lit my 
lamp. And in the breathlessness of some great book, such for 
instance as Victor Hugo’s indictment of ‘‘ Napoleon the Little,” 
I have as by some homeopathic magic found almost immediate 
cure of my own. A course of Mark Twain and Bernard 
Shaw is good for any man’s liver; and I cannot even estimate 
the number of occasions when, afflicted by insomnia, I have 
wrested sleep from the pages of books which I shall not name, 
all freighted with the anodyne of slumber. Literature con- 
tains the herbage of thought that cures. Whether used as 
anesthetic to soothe a distraught nerve, or as tonic to stir to 
action a sluggish circulation, books serve the purpose, and 
justify the assertion of the already quoted Bovée that “ the 
worth of a book is a matter of expressed juices.” 


III 


But best of all the uses of a library are the contacts with 
great souls that having books always at hand makes possible. 
It has been said that man is judged by the company he keeps, 
and in nothing is this more clearly demonstrated than in the 
bookish companions one chooses for his constant friends. The 
right kind of man loves good company, and the nobler his 
choice the closer to nobility of soul does he himself come; and 
a well-selected library places all these great spirits within easy 
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reach. Fielding has said that “we are as liable to be cor- 
rupted by books as by companions,” and that is true, but it 
is no more true than the more genial view that we are as 
likely to be elevated by books as by inspiring associations. I 
know of no surer index to a man’s character than the things 
that he laughs at, or the things that he reads. If I find a man 
whose shelves groan under the weight of books which he has 
to keep under lock and key for fear of their contaminating 
influence upon his children, I have a fairly clear line as to his 
type, and the quality of his soul. If on the other hand I find 
him enriching his mind with constant drafts upon the treasures 
of song, or feeding his soul upon the spiritual meat of the great 
masters of letters, or delving deep into the veins of the mines 
of philosophy, he seems to me to have become a promising 
initiate into the goodly company of the immortals. At any 
rate, association with the immortals is good, and it is through 
the open doorways of our libraries that they either come to 
us, or give us access to themselves. 

At any time of the day or night I can follow the fortunes 
of Ulysses with no less a person than Homer himself for my 
guide. I can touch hands with all the gods of high Olympus 
on the cachet of his guidance, and all the splendors of the 
court of Zeus I am privileged to look upon, not through my 
purely mortal eyes alone, but with the vision of one who is 
himself immortal. If I desire to consort with men of power 
and purpose in ancient times, I have only to walk a foot or 
two from my desk to find in Plutarch a guide, who will intro- 
duce me to as many of the Caesars as I care to know, will 
present me at the court of Pericles, where I may have revealed 
to me the glory that was Greece; who will gossip to me en- 
gagingly of Solon and Themistocles, take me to dine with 
Lucullus, and give me the pleasing sense of having visited the 
Forum, and listened at the Agora. Time and space set no 
limit upon my associations, and though I dwell in a hemisphere 
they never knew, and in an age to theirs remote, Plato and 
Socrates through my books speak to me and pour their wisdom 
into my ears, while cynical old Diogenes with surprising agility 
leaps over seas and centuries to make me laugh. If I have 
need for song, Horace responds to my call, day or night. 
Omar Khayyam leaves his vine, drops his jug, and deserts his 
“ thou” for a moment to charm me with verses, while if I be 
depressed in spirit a mere tap at the door of their books wilt 
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bring Epictetus, or the Emperor Marcus himself to minister 
to my need of cheer. 

If I be ill in bed, unable to stir abroad, books will take me 
to all the countries of earth, and in whatsoever company I may 
choose to go. I can visit the realms of the Grand Khan with 
Marco Polo, or week-end in Peru with Pizarro while that 
gallant bandit loots the treasury of the Incas. With Froude I 
can visit the West Indies without even lifting my head from 
my pillow or putting on my slippers. With Caesar I can 
travel from Rome to Britain, and find my way enlivened with 
many a stirring little scrap, and cross the Rubicon in the most 
invincible of company. With D’Artagnan, Porthos, Aramis, 
and the noble Athos, to whom my sleepless friend Dumas has 
introduced me, I can feed and sleep in fascinating roadside 
inns in France whenever the spirit moves. There is not a 
stone worth looking at in all of Venice that Ruskin will not 
pack into a small compass and for my delectation bring to my 
bedside, if I but open the cover of a book and let him out. 
Johnson and Boswell and I can go stamping through the 
Hebrides together if I am minded to summon them to that end. 
With Byron I can go singing along the Mediterranean and 
swim the Hellespont with none of the inconveniences of travel 
or dangers of the adventure, if so I choose to accept his lord- 
ship’s standing invitation to participate at will in the enter- 
prises he offers. Stevenson takes me with him on a joyous 
adventure with a donkey, or if I prefer conducts me through 
a Child’s Garden of Verses, to the everlasting rejuvenation of 
my own aging spirit. 

If I would sit upon the side lines of history, watching great 
events, observing epoch-making men at work at the very zenith 
of their fame, I can do it in a rocking-chair or swinging in a 
hammock, if I have books. I can participate in the fiercest 
battles of all time, from the fall of Jericho to the surgings to 
and from Ypres or Verdun, and not a hair of my head be 
imperiled. With Victor Hugo I can stand with the Old Guard 
at Waterloo. With Tennyson I can shamble through the hell 
and welter of Balaklava, charging with the Light Brigade. 
Shakespeare will lead me to the walls of Agincourt, where I 
may listen to the clarion tones of Harry of England summon- 
ing his men to the breach. A mere scrap of printed paper 
will carry me through shot and shell over the Bridge of Lodi 
with Napoleon, and with Gibbon as my guide Rome itself will 
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rise and fall for me — and if in a whimsy mood I choose to 
read the opening chapters last, and the closing chapters first, 
the fall will precede the rise as if history were complacently 
willing to reverse herself to suit my pleasure. 

Nor can any company exclude me if I have books. I can 
sit in with Ben Jonson at the Mermaid Tavern, and delight 
my soul with his witty discourse, and if he becomes discursive 
and bores me, it is my privilege to shut him off at will by the 
mere closing of a pasteboard cover. I may consume endless 
quantities of chops and brew of pleasing sort at the Cheshire 
Cheese with the author of Rasselas, or in the more modest 
company of Oliver Goldsmith. I can go with Monte Cristo 
to his cavern of riches, or with Aladdin summon the genii to 
do my bidding. I can sit alongside of Priscilla while John 
Alden makes love to her on behalf of his friend, without any 
uneasy sense of intrusion. I can introduce myself to Stanley 
as, in the heart of Africa, he utters his famous, “ Dr. Living- 
stone, I believe? ” and run no risk of rebuff. Sir Walter Scott 
will read his own journals to me if I ask him, and on top of 
his pillar I can stand with Simeon Stylites without danger of 
falling off, and privileged to come down whenever I choose. If 
my manners show signs of deterioration, having books, I can 
sit under Chesterfield while he delivers his fatherly injunc- 
tions as to the principles of deportment, or better still rub 
elbows with Colonel Newcome, who at my call never fails to 
answer, “ Adsum! ” 

Who would not give a decade of his life to have known Lin- 
coln? Well— Lincoln is not dead. It is only his habitation, 
the frame of which he was the immortal content, that has 
passed away. The man himself still lives, and stands over 
there upon my shelf —as he will stand upon yours if you 
choose to have him there —in all the splendor of his human 
sympathy and kingly character, his friend John Hay posted at 
the door ready to usher me into his presence. So, too, Emer- 
son stands there, calling me constantly to a searching of the 
souls of the two of us, his and mine, I to find more of that 
which lies in mine by that which he reveals in his own as he 
talks to me of character and manners and the Oversoul, and of 
love and friendship. The gentle Elia walks with me, and talks 
to me. Thackeray and Dickens awaken me. Dante, Her- 
rick, Shakespeare, Rossetti and Wordsworth sing to me. Cer- 
vantes and Swift and Addison and Steele and Montaigne are 
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never too busy to pause awhile to chat with me, and to ease 
the asperities of life with their gentle flashes of goodly humor. 
And why? 

Merely to repay me for the paltry gift of hospitality. 
Merely because in the four square walls of a little room I 
have given them lodgment. I can in very truth sing with 
Proctor: 


All round my room my silent servants wait, 
My friends in every season, bright and dim. 
Angels and Seraphim 
Come down and murmur to me, sweet and low, 
And spirits of the skies all come and go 
Early and late. 


It is a rich reward for so slight a service! 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


t. Do you like the title? Why? 

2. Name some books you would classify as “ inconsequential.” 

3. Make a list of twenty-five books you would place in a “ well- 
selected library.” 

4. Prescribe some books for friends of yours who are ill either in 
body or mind. 

53. What places would you like to visit because you have become 
acquainted with them through books? 

6. Take the subject “If I Had a Wishing Carpet” and go to one 
of these places. 

4. “IT know of no surer index to a man’s character than the things 
that he laughs at or the things that he reads.” Is this true? Give 
examples from your own observation. 

8. List the books and authors mentioned by Bangs familiar to 
you: those unfamiliar to you. 

9. How many books do you own? Name five you value most 
highly. “Sell” one to the class. ; 

to. Which quotation on books pleases you most? 
iz. Consult Dickinson’s One Thousand Best Books, Doubleday & 
Page, 1924, to see if the five are included. 
12. Consult these books on reading and contribute something to the 
class from what you gather: 
Companionable Books, Henry Van Dyke, Scribner’s. 
A Reader's Guide Book, May L. Becker, Holt. 
What Books Can Do For You, Jesse Lee Bennett, Doran. 
How to Read, J. B. Kerfoot, Houghton. 
What Can Literature Do For Me? C. A. Smith, Doubleday. 


“ 
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SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. Inconsequential Books. 
. My Literary Debauches. 
. Bedside Books. 
My Adventures in Bookland. 
. “ Magic Casements.” 
. Illicit Delights. (Write an account of the reading you did which 
was not sanctioned by your parents.) 
7. My Literary Successes. 
8. Old Favorites. 
9. Best Sellers. 
to. The Joys of a Collector. 


Auf WHY H 


HENRY DAVID THOREAU 


“ Wuere I Liven, anp Wuat I Livep For,” the following paper, is from 
Walden; or, Life in the Woods, the book upon which rests the fame 
of Henry David Thoreau (1817-1862), the American recluse. It is the 
account of how for two years he lived alone in a hut built with his 
own hands on a pine slope of the shores of Walden Pond, a short 
distance outside of Concord, and of how he supported himself during 
that time with a little surveying (he was a surveyor by profession) and 
the produce of his own vegetable garden. He went into this voluntary 
retirement ostensibly in fulfillment of a philosophy of life which he had 
evolved himself, a philosophy that has much to recommend it to a 
normal healthy schoolboy or girl. He held that there is too much work 
done in the world, and that the less each man labored the better it would 
be for mankind in general. He wanted to reverse the week as it was 
divided by Moses (Exodus, XXIII., 12) and have instead a week of 
six days’ rest and one day’s labor. To that extent he will carry the 
whole class with him. But to justify his contention, he went on to 
argue that an individual really needed very little of the fruits of the 
earth or of the luxuries of civilization and could easily minister unto 
himself. This does not sound so attractive. And Thoreau himself, when 
he set out to live up to this philosophy, at once broke the rules. For 
example, into his solitude he carried a vast number of books, the very 
luxuries which it was most obvious a man in a state of nature could not 
have. The fact is that he was just pretending. He liked to be alone. 
As a boy he had driven the cows to pasture, and alone in the fields 
acquired a taste for the delights of solitude. That is why he went away 
into his hut. Nevertheless, during those two years he had many inter- 
esting experiences, and hence the book which he wrote about them is 
still read. He came to know the birds, beasts, and fishes better even 
than that other great lover of animals, St. Francis of Assisi, had done, 
and they came to know and love him. 

But his writing is not stimulating. Thoreau gave off no sparks; he 
absorbed intensely, but when called upon to illuminate in turn, was found 
wanting. 

He was of Jersey descent, Jersey, one of the little islands off the coast 
of Brittany, belonging to Britain, where English is the official language, 
but the peasants all speak the Brittany dialect. He was a great friend 
of Emerson. He died at the early age of forty-five. 


Where I Lived, and What I Lived for 


From Walden; or, Life in the Woods, 1854. 


AT a certain season of our life we are accustomed to consider 
every spot as the possible site of a house. I have thus sur- 
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veyed the country on every side within a dozen miles of where 
I live. In imagination I have bought all the farms in succes- 
sion, for all were to be bought, and I knew their price. I 
walked over each farmer’s premises, tasted his wild apples, dis- 
coursed on husbandry with him, took his farm at his price, at 
any price, mortgaging it to him in my mind—even put a 
higher price on it; took everything but a deed of it; took his 
word for his deed, for I dearly love to talk; cultivated it, and 
him too to some extent, I trust, and withdrew when I had en- 
joyed it long enough, leaving him to carry it on. This expe- 
rience entitled me to be regarded as a sort of real-estate broker 
by my friends. Wherever I sat, there I might live, and the 
landscape radiated from me accordingly. What is a house 
but a sedes, a seat? —better if a country seat. I discovered 
many a site for a house not likely to be soon improved, which 
some might have thought too far from the village, but to my 
eyes the village was too far from it. Well, there I might live, 
I said; and there I did live, for an hour, a summer and a winter 
life; saw how I could let the years run off, buffet the winter 
through, and see the spring come in. The future inhabitants of 
this region, wherever they may place their houses, may be sure 
that they have been anticipated. An afternoon sufficed to lay 
out the land into orchard, woodlot, and pasture, and to decide 
what fine oaks or pines should be left to stand before the door, 
and whence each blasted tree could be seen to the best ad- 
vantage; and then [I let it lie, fallow perchance, for a man is 
rich in proportion to the number of things which he can afford 
to let alone. 

My imagination carried me so far that I even had the re- 
fusal of several farms — the refusal was all I wanted — but I 
never got my fingers burned by actual possession. The nearest 
that I came to actual possession was when I bought the Hol- 
lowell place, and had begun to sort my seeds, and collected ma- 
terials with which to make a wheelbarrow to carry it on or off 
with; but before the owner gave me a deed of it, his wife — 
every man has such a wife — changed her mind and wished to 
keep it, and he offered me ten dollars to release him. Now, to 
speak the truth, I had but ten cents in the world, and it sur- 
passed my arithmetic to tell, if I was that man who had ten 
cents, or who had a farm, or ten dollars, or all together. How- 
ever, I let him keep the ten dollars and the farm too, for I had 
carried it far enough; or rather, to be generous, I sold him the 
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farm for just what I gave for it, and, as he was not a rich man, 
made him a present of ten dollars, and still had my ten cents, 
and seeds, and materials for a wheelbarrow left. I found thus 
that I had been a rich man without any damage to my poverty. 
But I retained the landscape, and I have since annually car- 
ried off what it yielded without a wheelbarrow. With respect 
to landscapes, 


I am monarch of all I survey, 
My right there is none to dispute. 


I have frequently seen a poet withdraw, having enjoyed the 
most valuable part of a farm, while the crusty farmer supposed 
that he had got a few wild apples only. Why, the owner does 
not know it for many years when a poet has put his farm in 
rhyme, the most admirable kind of invisible fence, has fairly 
impounded it, milked it, skimmed it, and got all the cream, and 
left the farmer only the skimmed milk. 

The real attractions of the Hollowell farm, to me, were: its 
complete retirement, being about two miles from the village, 
half a mile from the nearest neighbor, and separated from the 
highway by a broad field; its bounding on the river, which the 
owner said protected it by its fogs and frosts in the spring, 
though that was nothing to me; the gray color and ruinous 
state of the house and barn, and the dilapidated fences, which 
put such an interval between me and the last occupant; the 
hollow and lichen-covered apple trees, gnawed by rabbits, show- 
ing what kind of neighbors I should have; but above all, the 
recollection I had of it from my earliest voyages up the river, 
when the house was concealed behind a dense grove of red 
maples, through which I heard the house-dog bark. I was in 
haste to buy it, before the proprietor finished getting out some 
rocks, cutting down the hollow apple trees, and grubbing up 
some young birches which had sprung up in the pasture, or, in 
short, had made any more of his improvements. To enjoy 
these advantages I was ready to carry it on, like Atlas, to take 
the world on my shoulders — I never heard what compensation 
he received for that — and do all those things which had no 
other motive or excuse but that I might pay for it and be un- 
molested in my possession of it; for I knew all the while that 
it would yield the most abundant crop of the kind I wanted if 
I ud only afford to let it alone. But it turned out as I have 
said. 
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All that I could say, then, with respect to farming on a large 
scale (I have always cultivated a garden) was that I had had 
my seeds ready. Many think that seeds improve with agejar] 
have no doubt that time discriminates between the good and 
the bad; and when at last I shall plant, I shall be less likely 
to be disappointed. But I would say to my fellows, once for 
all: as long as possible live free and uncommitted. It makes 
but little difference whether you are committed to a farm or 
the county jail. 

Old Cato, whose “De Re Rustica” is my “ Cultivator,” 
says, and the only translation I have seen makes sheer nonsense 
of the passage, “When you think of getting a farm, turn it 
thus in your mind, not to buy greedily; nor spare your pains to 
look at it, and do not think it enough to go around it once. 
The oftener you go there the more it will please you, if it is 
good.” J think I shall not buy greedily, but go round and 
round it as long as I live, and be buried in it first, that it may 
please me the more at last. 

The present was my next experiment of this kind, which I 
purpose to describe more at length, for convenience putting 
the experience of two years into one. As I have said, I do not 
propose to write an ode to dejection, but to brag as lustily as 
chanticleer in the morning standing on his roost, if only to 
wake my neighbors up. 

When first I took up my abode in the woods, that is, began 
to spend my nights as well as days there, which, by accident, 
was on Independence day, or the fourth of July, 1845, my 
house was not finished for winter, but was merely a defense 
against the rain, without plastering or chimney, the walls being 
of rough weather-stained boards, with wide chinks, which made 
it cool at night. The upright white hewn studs and freshly 
planed door and window casings gave it a clean and airy look, 
especially in the morning, when its timbers were saturated with 
dew, so that I fancied that by noon some sweet gum would 
exude from them. To my imagination it retained throughout 
the day more or less of this auroral character, reminding me of 
a certain house on a mountain which I had visited the year 
before. This was an airy and unplastered cabin, fit to enter- 
tain a traveling god, and where a goddess might trail her gar- 
ments. The winds which passed over my dwelling were such 
as sweep over the ridges of mountains, bearing the broken 
strains, or celestial parts only, of terrestrial music. The morn- 
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ing wind forever blows, the poem of creation is uninterrupted; 
but few are the ears that hear it. Olympus is but the outside 
of the earth everywhere. 

The only house I had been the owner of before, if I except 
a boat, was a tent, which I used occasionally when making 
excursions in the summer, and this is still rolled up in my 
garret; but the boat, after passing from hand to hand, has 
gone down the stream of time. With this more substantial 
. shelter about me, I had made some progress toward settling in 
the world. This frame, so slightly clad, was a sort of crystal- 
lization around me, and reacted on the builder. It was sug- 
gested somewhat as a picture in outlines. I did not need to go 
outdoors to take the air, for the atmosphere within had lost 
none of its freshness. It was not so much within doors as be- 
hind a door where I sat, even in the rainiest weather. The 
Harivansa says, ‘“‘ An abode without birds is like a meat with- 
out seasoning.” Such was not my abode, for I found myself 
suddenly neighbor to the birds, not by having imprisoned one, 
but having caged myself near them. I was not only nearer to 
some of those which commonly frequent the garden and the 
orchard, but to those wilder and more thrilling songsters of 
the forest which never, or rarely, serenade a villager: the wood- 
thrush, the veery, the scarlet tanager, the field-sparrow, the 
whippoorwill, and many others. 

I was seated by the shore of a small pond, about a mile and 
a half south of the village of Concord and somewhat higher 
than it, in the midst of an extensive wood between that town 
and Lincoln, and about two miles south of that our only field 
known to fame, Concord Battle Ground; but I was so low in 
the woods that the opposite shore, half a mile off, like the rest, 
covered with wood, was my most distant horizon. For the first 
week, whenever I looked out on the pond, it impressed me like 
a tarn high up on the side of a mountain, its bottom far above 
the surface of other lakes, and as the sun arose, I saw it throw- 
ing off its nightly clothing of mist, and here and there, by 
degrees, its soft ripples or its smooth reflecting surface was 
revealed, while the mists, like ghosts, were stealthily withdraw- 
ing in every direction into the woods, as at the breaking up of 
some nocturnal conventicle. The very dew seemed to hang 
upon the trees later into the day than usual, as on the sides of 
mountains. 

This small lake was of most value as a neighbor in the inter- 
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vals of a gentle rain storm in August, when, both air and water 
being perfectly still, but the sky overcast, mid-afternoon had 
all the serenity of evening, and the wood-thrush sang around, 
and was heard from shore to shore. A lake like this is never 
smoother that at such a time; and, the clear portion of the air 
above it being shallow and darkened by clouds, the water, full 
of light and reflections, becomes a lower heaven itself so much 
the more important. From a hilltop near by, where the wood 
had been recently cut off, there was a pleasing vista southward 
across the pond, through a wide indentation in the hills which 
form the shore there, where their opposite sides sloping toward 
each other suggested a stream flowing out in that direction 
through a wooded valley, but stream there was none. That 
way I looked between and over the near green hills to some 
distant and higher ones in the horizon, tinged with blue. In- 
deed, by standing on tiptoe I could catch a glimpse of some 
of the peaks of the still bluer and more distant mountain ranges 
in the northwest, those true-blue coins from heaven’s own mint, 
and also of some portion of the village. But in other direc- 
tions, even from this point, I could not see over or beyond the 
woods which surrounded me. It is well to have some water in 
your neighborhood to give buoyancy to and float the earth. 
One value even of the smallest well is that when you look into 
it you see that earth is not continent but insular. This is as 
important as that it keeps butter cool. When I looked across 
the pond from this peak toward the Sudbury meadows, which 
in time of flood I distinguished elevated perhaps by a mirage 
in their seething valley, like a coin in a basin, all the earth 
beyond the pond appeared like a thin crust insulated and 
floated even by this small sheet of intervening water, and I was 
reminded that this on which I dwelt was but dry land. 

Though the view from my door was still more contracted, 
I did not feel crowded or confined in the least. There was 
pasture enough for my imagination. The low shrub-oak pla- 
teau to which the opposite shore arose stretched away toward 
the prairies of the West and the steppes of Tartary, affording 
ample room for all the roving families of men. “ There are 
none happy in the world but beings who enjoy freely a vast 
horizon,” said Damodara, when his herds required new and 
larger pastures. 

Both place and time were changed, and I dwelt nearer to 
those parts of the universe and to those eras in history which 
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had most attracted me. Where I lived was as far off as rnany 
a region viewed nightly by astronomers. We are wont to 
imagine rare and delectable places in some remote and more 
celestial corner of the system, behind the constellation of Cas- 
siopeia’s Chair, far from noise and disturbance. I discovered 
that my house actually had its site in such a withdrawn, but 
forever new and unprofaned, part of the universe. If it were 
worth the while to settle in those parts near to the Pleiades or 
the Hyades, to Aldebaran or Altair, then I was really there, 
or at an equal remoteness from the life which I had left behind, 
dwindled and twinkling with as fine a ray to my nearest neigh- 
bor, and to be seen only in moonless nights by him. Such was 
that part of creation where I had squatted: 


There was a shepherd that did live, 
And held his thoughts as high 

As were the mounts whereon his flocks 
Did hourly feed him by. 


What should we think of the shepherd’s life if his flocks always 
wandered to higher pastures than his thoughts? 

Every morning was a cheerful invitation to make my life of 
equal simplicity, and I may say innocence, with Nature herself. 
I have been as sincere a worshiper of Aurora as the Greeks. I 
got-up early and bathed in the pond; that was a religious exer- 
cise, and one of the best things which I did. They say that 
characters were engraven on the bathing tub of King Tching- 
thang to this effect: ‘‘ Renew thyself completely each day; do 
it again and again, and forever again.” JI can understand that. 
Morning brings back the heroic ages. I was as much affected 
by the faint hum of a mosquito making its invisible and unim- 
aginable tour through my apartments at earliest dawn, when I 
was sitting with door and windows open, as I could be by any 
trumpet that ever sang of fame. It was Homer’s requiem; 
itself an Iliad and Odyssey in the air, singing its own wrath and 
wanderings. There was something cosmical about it, a stand- 
ing advertisement, till forbidden, of the everlasting vigor and 
fertility of the world. The morning, which is the most memo- 
rable season of the day, is the awakening hour. Then there is 
least somnolence in us; and for an hour, at least, some part of 
us awakes which slumbers all the rest of the day and night. 
Little is to be expected of that day, if it can be called a day, 
to which we are not awakened by our Genius, but by the me- 
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chanical nudgings of some servitor, are not awakened by our 
own newly acquired force and aspirations from within, ac- 
companied by the undulations of celestial music, instead of 
factory bells, and a fragrance filling the air — to a higher life 
than we fell asleep from; and thus the darkness bears its fruit, 
and proves itself to be good, no less than the light. That man 
who does not believe that each day contains an earlier, more 
sacred, and auroral hour than he has yet profaned has des- 
paired of life, and is pursuing a descending and darkening way. 
After a partial cessation of his sensuous life, the soul of man, 
_or its organs rather, are reinvigorated each day, and his Genius 
tries again what noble life it can make. All memorable events, 
I should say, transpire in morning time and in a morning at- 
mosphere. The Vedas say, “ All intelligences awake with the 
morning.” Poetry and art and the fairest and most memorable 
of the actions of men date from such an hour. All poets and 
heroes, like Memnon, are the children of Aurora and emit their 
music at sunrise. To him whose elastic and vigorous thought 
keeps pace with the sun the day is a perpetual morning. It 
matters not what the clocks say or the attitudes and labors 
of men. Morning is when I am awake and there is a dawn in 
me. Moral reform is the effort to throw off sleep. Why is it 
that men give so poor an account of their day if they have not 
been slumbering? They are not such poor calculators. If 
they had not been overcome with drowsiness they would have 
performed something. The millions are awake enough for 
physical labor; but only one in a million is awake enough for 
effective intellectual exertion, only one in a hundred millions 
to a poetic or divine life. To be awake is to be alive. I have 
never yet met a man who was quite awake. How could I have 
looked him in the face? 

We must learn to reawaken and keep ourselves awake, not 
by mechanical aids, but by an infinite expectation of the 
dawn, which does not forsake us in our soundest sleep. I know 
of no more encouraging fact than the unquestionable ability of 
man to elevate his life by a conscious endeavor. It is some- 
thing to be able to paint a particular picture, or to carve a 
statue, and so to make a few objects beautiful; but it is far 
more glorious to carve and paint the very atmosphere and 
medium through which we look, which morally we can do. 
To affect the quality of the day, that is the highest of arts. 
Every man is tasked to make his life, even in its details, worthy 
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of the contemplation of his most elevated and critical hour. 
If we refused, or rather used up, such paltry information as we 
get, the oracles would distinctly inform us how this might be 
done. 

I went to the woods because I wished to live deliberately, to 
front only the essential facts of life, and see if I could not 
learn what it had to teach, and not, when I came to die, dis- 
cover that I had not lived. I did not wish to live what was not 
life, living is so dear; nor did I wish to practice resignation, 
unless it was quite necessary. I wanted to live deep and suck 
out all the marrow of life, to live so sturdily and Spartan-like 
as to put to rout all that was not life, to cut a broad swath and 
shave close, to drive life into a corner, and reduce it to its 
lowest terms, and, if it proved to be mean, why then to get the 
whole and genuine meanness of it, and publish its meanness to 
the world; or if it were sublime, to know it by experience, and 
be able to give a true account of it in my next excursion. For 
most men, it appears to me, are in a strange uncertainty about 
it, whether it is of the devil or of God, and have somewhat 
hastily concluded that it is the chief end of man here to 
“ glorify God and enjoy him forever.” 

Still we live meanly, like ants, though the fable tells us that 
we were long ago changed into men; like pygmies we fight with 
cranes; it is error upon error, and clout upon clout, and our 
best virtue has for its occasion a superfluous and evitable 
wretchedness. Our life is frittered away by detail. An honest 
man has hardly need to count more than his ten fingers, or in 
extreme cases he may add his ten toes, and lump the rest. Sim- 
plicity, simplicity, simplicity! I say, let your affairs be as two 
or three, and not a hundred or a thousand; instead of a million 
count half a dozen, and keep your accounts on your thumb nail. 
In the midst of this chopping sea of civilized life, such are the 
clouds and storms and quicksands and thousand-and-one items 
to be allowed for, that a man has to live, if he would not 
founder and go to the bottom and not make his port at all, by 
dead reckoning, and he must be a great calculator indeed who 
succeeds. Simplify, simplify. Instead of three meals a day, 
if it be necessary eat but one; instead of a hundred dishes, 
five; and reduce other things in proportion. Our life is like 
a German Confederacy, made up of petty states, with its 
boundary forever fluctuating so that even a German cannot tell 
you how it is bounded at any moment. The nation itself, 
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with all its so-called internal improvements, which, by the way, 
are all external and superficial, is just such an unwieldy and 
overgrown establishment, cluttered with furniture and tripped 
up by its own traps, ruined by luxury and heedless expense, 
by want of calculation and a worthy aim, as the million house- 
holds in the land; and the only cure for it, as for them, is in a 
rigid economy, a stern and more than Spartan simplicity of life 
and elevation of purpose. It lives too fast. Men think that 
it is essential that the nation have commerce, and export ice, 
and talk through a telegraph, and ride thirty miles an hour, 
without a doubt, whether they do or not; but whether we 
should live like baboons or like men is a little uncertain. If 
we do not get out sleepers, and forge rails, and devote days and 
nights to the work, but go to tinkering upon our lives to im- 
prove them, who will build railroads? And if railroads are not 
built, how shall we get to heaven in season? But if we stay 
at home and mind our business, who will want railroads? We 
do not ride on the railroad; it rides upon us. Did you ever 
think what those sleepers are that underlie the railroad? Each 
one is a man, an Irishman, or a Yankee man. ‘The rails are 
laid on them, and they are covered with sand, and the cars run 
smoothly over them. They are sound sleepers, I assure you. 
And every few years a new lot is laid down and run over; so 
that, if some have the pleasure of riding on a rail, others have 
the misfortune to be ridden upon. And when they run over a 
man that is walking in his sleep, a supernumerary sleeper in the 
wrong position, and wake him up, they suddenly stop the cars 
and make a hue and cry about it, as if this were an exception. 
I am glad to know that it takes a gang of men for every five 
miles to keep the sleepers down and level in their beds as it is, 
for this is a sign that they may sometime get up again. 

Why should we live with such hurry and waste of life? We 
are determined to be starved before we are hungry. Men say 
that a stitch in time saves nine, and so they take a thousand 
stitches today to save nine tomorrow. As for work, we haven’t 
any of any consequence. We have the Saint Vitus’s dance, and 
cannot possibly keep our heads still. If I should only give a 
few pulls at the parish bell-rope, as for a fire, that is, without 
setting the bell, there is hardly a man on his farm in the out- 
skirts of Concord, notwithstanding that press of engagements 
which was his excuse so many times this morning, nor a boy, 
nor a woman, I might almost say, but would forsake all and 
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follow that sound, not mainly to save property from the flames, 
but, if we will confess the truth, much more to see it burn, 
since burn it must, and we, be it known, did not set it on fire 
— or to see it put out, and have a hand in it, if that is done as 
handsomely; yes, even if it were the parish church itself. 
Hardly a man takes a half hour’s nap after dinner but when he 
wakes he holds up his head and asks, “ What’s the news? ” as 
if the rest of mankind had stood his sentinels. Some give di- 
rections to be waked every half hour, doubtless for no other 
purpose; and then, to pay for it, they tell what they have 
dreamed. After a night’s sleep the news is as indispensable as 
the breakfast. ‘“ Pray tell me anything new that has happened 
to a man anywhere on this globe,” and he reads it over his 
coffee and rolls that a man has had his eyes gouged out this 
morning on the Wachito River, never dreaming the while that 
he lives in the dark unfathomed mammoth cave of this world 
and has but the rudiment of an eye himself. 

For my part, I could easily do without the post office. I 
think that there are very few important communications made 
through it. To speak critically, I never received more than 
one or two letters in my life —I wrote this some years ago — 
that were worth the postage. The pennypost is, commonly, an 
institution through which you seriously offer a man that penny 
for his thoughts which is too often safely offered in jest. And 
I am sure that I never read any memorable news in a news- 
paper. If we read of one man robbed, or murdered, or killed 
by accident, or one house burned, or one vessel wrecked, or one 
steamboat blown up, or one cow run over on the Western Rail- 
road, or one mad dog killed, or one lot of grasshoppers in the 
winter, we never need read of another. One is enough. If 
you are acquainted with the principle, what do you care for a 
myriad instances and applications? To a philosopher all news, 
as it is called, is gossip, and they who edit and read it are old 
women over their tea. Yet not a few are greedy aifter this 
gossip. There was such a rush, as I hear, the other day at one 
of the offices to learn the foreign news by the last arrival that 
several large squares of plate glass belonging to the establish- 
ment were broken by the pressure, news which I seriously think 
a ready wit might write a twelvemonth, or twelve years, before- 
hand with sufficient accuracy. As for Spain, for instance, if 
you know how to throw in Don Carlos and the Infanta, and 
Don Pedro and Seville and Granada, from time to time in the 
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right proportions — they may have changed the names a little 
since I saw the papers — and serve up a bull-fight when other 
entertainments fail, it will be true to the letter, and give us as 
good an idea of the exact state or ruin of things in Spain as the 
most succinct and lucid reports under this head in the news- 
papers; and as for England, almost the last significant scrap of 
news from that quarter was the revolution of 1649; and if you 
have learned the history of her crops for an average year, you 
never need attend to that thing again, unless your speculations 
are of a merely pecuniary character. If one may judge who 
rarely looks into the newspapers, nothing new does ever happen 
in foreign parts, a French revolution not excepted. 

What news! how much more important to know what that 
is which was never old! ‘“ Kieou-he-yu (great dignitary of the 
state of Wei) sent a man to Khoung-tseu to know his news. 
Khoung-tseu caused the messenger to be seated near him, and 
questioned him in these terms: What is your master doing? 
The messenger answered with respect: My master desires to 
diminish the number of his faults, but he cannot come to the 
end of them. The messenger being gone, the philosopher re- 
marked: What a worthy messenger! What a worthy mes- 
senger! ” ‘The preacher, instead of vexing the ears of drowsy 
farmers on their day of rest at the end of the week — for 
Sunday is the fit conclusion of an ill-spent week, and not the 
fresh and brave beginning of a new one — with this one other 
draggletail of a sermon, should shout with thundering voice, 
“Pause! Avast! Why so seeming fast, but deadly slow? ” 

Shams and delusions are esteemed for soundest truths, while 
reality is fabulous. If men would steadily observe realities 
only and not allow themselves to be deluded, life, to compare 
it with such things as we know, would be like a fairy tale and 
the Arabian Nights’ Entertainments. If we respected only 
what is inevitable and has a right to be, music and poetry 
would resound along the streets. When we are unhurried and 
wise, we perceive that only great and worthy things have any 
permanent and absolute existence, that petty fears and petty 
pleasures are but the shadow of the reality. This is always 
exhilarating and sublime. By closing the eyes and slumbering, 
and consenting to be deceived by shows, men establish and 
confirm their daily life of routine and habit everywhere, which 
still is built on purely illusory foundations. Children, who 
play life, discern its true law and relations more clearly than 
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men, who fail to live it worthily, but who think that they are 
wiser by experience, that is, by failure. I have read in a 
Hindoo book, that ‘‘ there was a king’s son, who, being expelled 
in infancy from his native city, was brought up by a forester, 
and, growing up to maturity in that state, imagined himself 
to belong to the barbarous race with which he lived. One of 
his father’s ministers, having discovered him, revealed to him 
what he was, and the misconception of his character was re- 
moved, and he knew himself to be a prince.” “So the soul,” 
continues the Hindoo philosopher, “from the circumstances 
in which it is placed, mistakes its own character, until the truth 
is revealed to it by some holy teacher, and then it knows itself 
to be Brahm.” I perceive that we inhabitants of New England 
live this mean life that we do because our vision does not pene- 
trate the surface of things. (We think that that 7s which ap- 
pears to be.) Ifa man should walk through this town and see 
only the reality, where, think you, would the “ Mill-dam ” go 
to? If he should give us an account of the realities he beheld 
there, we should not recognize the place in his description. 
Look at a meeting-house, or a court-house, or a jail, or a shop, 
or a dwelling-house, and say what that thing really is before 
a true gaze, and they would all go to pieces in your account of 
them. Men esteem truth remote, in the outskirts of the sys- 
tem, behind the farthest star, before Adam and after the last 
man. In eternity there is indeed something true and sublime. 
But all these times and places and occasions are now and here. 
God himself culminates in the present moment, and will never 
be more divine in the lapse of all the ages. And we are 
enabled to apprehend at all what is sublime and noble only by 
the perpetual instilling and drenching of the reality that sur- 
rounds us. The universe constantly and obediently answers 
to our conceptions; whether we travel fast or slow, the track 
is laid for us. Let us spend our lives in conceiving them. The 
poet or the artist never yet had so fair and noble a design but 
some of his posterity at least could accomplish it. 

Let us spend one day as deliberately as Nature, and not be 
thrown off the track by every nutshell and mosquito’s wing that 
falls on the rails. Let us rise early and fast, or breakfast gently 
and without perturbation; let company come and let company 
go, let the bells ring and the children cry — determined to 
make a day of it. Why should we knock under and go with 
the stream? Let us not be upset and overwhelmed in that 
terrible rapid and whirlpool called a dinner, situated in the 
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meridian shallows. Weather this danger and you are safe, for 
the rest of the way is down hill. With unrelaxed nerves, with 
morning vigor, sail by it, looking another way, tied to the mast 
like Ulysses. If the engine whistles, let it whistle till it is 
hoarse for its pains. If the bell rings, why should we run? We 
will consider what kind of music they are like. Let us settle 
ourselves and work and wedge our feet downward through the 
mud and slush of opinion, and prejudice, and tradition, and 
delusion, and appearances, that allusion which covers the globe, 
through Paris and London, through New York and Boston and 
Concord, through church and state, through poetry and philoso- 
phy and religion, till we come to a hard bottom and rocks in 
place, which we can call reality, and say, This is, and no mis- 
take; and then begin, having a point d’appui, below freshet 
and frost and fire, a place where you might found a wall or a 
state, or set a lamp-post safely, or perhaps a gauge, not a 
nilometer, but a “ realometer,” that future ages might know 
how deep a freshet of shams and appearances had gathered 
from time to time. If you stand right fronting and face to face 
to a fact, you will see the sun glimmer on both its surfaces, as 
if it were a cimeter, and feel its sweet edge dividing you 
through the heart and marrow, and so you will happily con- 
clude your mortal career. Be it life or death, we crave only 
reality. If we are really dying, let us hear the rattle in our 
throats and feel cold in the extremities; if we are alive, let us 
go about our business. 

Time is but the stream I go a-fishing in. I drink at it; but 
while I drink I see the sandy bottom and detect how shallow 
it is. Its thin current slides away, but eternity remains. I 
would drink deeper; fish in the sky, whose bottom is pebbly 
with stars. I cannot count one. I know not the first letter of 
the alphabet. I have always been regretting that I was not as 
wise as the day I was born. The intellect is a cleaver; it dis- 
cerns and rifts its way into the secret of things. I do not wish 
to be any more busy with my hands than is necessary. My 
head is hands and feet. I feel all my best faculties concen- 
trated in it. My instinct tells me that my head is an organ 
for burrowing, as some creatures use their snout and fore-paws, 
and with it I would mine and burrow my way through these 
hills. I think that the richest vein is somewhat hereabouts; 
so by the divining rod and thin rising vapors I judge; and here 
I will begin to mine. 
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QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. Why did Thoreau go to the woods? 

2. What, according to him, are the inconveniences of property? 
Does his attitude appeal to you as reasonable? 

3. Do you discover places where the author is inconsistent ? 

4. What did he learn from his experience? 

5. Discuss his estimate of the post office. 

6. Discuss: ‘‘A man is rich in proportion to the number of things 
which he can afford to let alone.” 

7. Explain: “I retained the landscape and I have since annually 
carried off what it yielded without a wheelbarrow.” 

8. Explain: ‘‘ We do not ride on the railroad; it rides upon us.” 

9. Do you agree that our “life is frittered away by detail” ? 

ro. Has there been any value to others in this experiment of 
Thoreau’s? Reasons. 

rz. Explain: “ My head is hands and feet.” 


SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. Things I Could Do Without. 

. Hunting with a Camera. 

. Harvesting the Landscape. 

My Summer in the Woods. 

. Shams and Delusions. 

. The Streams I Go A-Fishing in. 
. The Pleasures of Early Rising. 


STOUR W DH 


BENJAMIN FRANKLIN 


OF the great men who created the United States of America, Benjamin 
Franklin (1706-1790) is probably the one whose life most closely re- 
sembles the ideal fruitful career which, it is laid down, the Republic 
holds open to even the least of its citizens. Those other founders all 
started as somebodies. Franklin was the son of a small Boston tallow 
chandler and soapboiler, he went out into the world to work for his 
living at the age of thirteen, and yet, notwithstanding those humble be- 
ginnings, he became a hero of the War of Independence, the greatest of 
American diplomatists, and the only American scientist of his day. 

His elder brother James was a printer and it was to him that little 
Ben was apprenticed. He developed rapidly into the splendid type of 
craftsman printer now all too rare in these days of linotypes. He not 
only took a craftsman’s delight in the type which he set; he was also 
interested in the words into which that type grew. Thus, after trying 
out his pen in anonymous articles contributed to his brother’s newspaper, 
the New England Courant, he actually wrote a pamphlet to refute a 
book which he had been setting. In the year 1926, when each com- 
positor has to set so fast and gets only fragmentary takes, such a feat 
would be impossible, but two hundred years ago, in spite of the time 
which the hand-setter perforce spent on his copy, and the custom of 
letting one man set a whole book, for a printer to turn in such a way 
on the hand that fed him, as it were, was very remarkable, and the 
pamphlet attracted much attention on account of its author even more 
than owing to its contents. 

Franklin found printing a very useful trade. For example, when he 
paid his first visit to London in 1724, he had been promised a letter 
of credit, but the bank knew naught of it. So, instead of starving or 
seeking charity, he at once took a job as printer in the City. 

He set up in business for himself in 1728 in Philadelphia and made 
a name with Poor Richard’s Almanac, the sample of which herewith 
should make you want more. In 1736 he became clerk of the General 
Assembly of Pennsylvania and in 1751 an Assemblyman. From 1753 
to 1774 he did pioneer work in building up a post office in the Keystone 
State. As a diplomatist, he visited London on two missions, the first in 
1757 being successful, but the second, in 1774, leading to his loss of the 
postoffice. When he went to France in June, 1776, he found himself the 
most talked-of man in the world at Paris, and brought off his most 
notable diplomatic achievement, the conclusion of the Treaty of Alliance 
with France. As a scientist he devised the lightning rod and bifocal 
glasses for the eyes. He was an early advocate of the abolition of 
slavery. y 

But his life was so filled with interesting events that the only thing 
for any boy or girl to do is to get hold of his Autobiography and read 
about them in his own words. 
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Courteous READER: I have heard that nothing gives an author 
so great pleasure as to find his works respectfully quoted by 
other learned authors. This pleasure I have seldom enjoyed. 
For though I have been, if I may say it without vanity, an 
eminent author of almanacs annually now for a full quarter 
of a century, my brother authors in the same way, for what 
reason I know not, have ever been very sparing in their ap- 
plauses, and no other author has taken the least notice of me; 
so that did not my writings produce me some solid pudding, 
the great deficiency of praise would have quite discouraged me. 
I concluded at length that the people were the best judges 
of my merit, for they buy my works; and besides, in my ram- 
bles, where I am not personally known I have frequently heard 
one or other of my adages repeated, with as Poor Richard says 
at the end of it. This gave me some satisfaction, as it showed 
not only that my instructions were regarded, but discovered 
likewise some respect for my authority; and I own that to 
encourage the practice of remembering and repeating those 
sentences, I have sometimes quoted myself with great gravity. 
Judge, then, how much I must have been gratified by an inci- 
dent I am going to relate to you. I stopped my horse lately 
where a great number of people were collected at a vendue of 
merchant’s goods. The hour of sale not being come, they were 
conversing on the badness of the times; and one of the com- 
pany called to a plain, clean old man with white locks, “ Pray, 
Father Abraham, what think you of the times? Won’t these 
heavy taxes quite ruin the country? How shall we ever be 
able to pay them? What would you advise us to?” Father 
Abraham stood up and replied: “ If you would have my advice, 
I will give it you in short; for ‘a word to the wise is enough,’ 
and ‘many words won't fill a bushel,’ as Poor Richard says.” 
They all joined, desiring him to speak his mind, and gathering 
round him he proceeded as follows: 
7 oe a ere the taxes are indeed very heavy, and 
M on by the government were the only ones we had 
pay, we might the more easily discharge them; but we have 
many others, and much more grievous to some of us. We are 
taxed twice as much by our IDLENEsS, three times as much 
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by our PRIDH, and four times as much by our Fouiy; and 
from these taxes the commissioners cannot ease or deliver us 
by allowing an abatement. However, let us hearken to good 
advice, and something may be done for us. ‘ God helps them 
that help themselves,’ as Poor Richard says in his almanac of 


733. 

It would be thought a hard government that should tax its 
people one-tenth part of their Tre, to be employed in its serv- 
ice, but idleness taxes many of us much more, if we reckon all 
that is spent in absolute sloth or doing of nothing, with that 
which is spent in idle employments or amusements that amount 
to nothing. Sloth, by bringing on diseases, absolutely shortens 
life. “Sloth, like rust, consumes faster than labor wears; 
while the used key is always bright,” as Poor Richard says. 
“ But dost thou love life? then do not squander time, for that’s 
the stuff life is made of,” as Poor Richard says. 

How much more than is necessary do we spend in sleep? 
forgetting that “ the sleeping fox catches no poultry,” and that 
“‘ there will be sleeping enough in the grave,” as Poor Richard 
says. If time be of all things the most precious, “ wasting of 
time must be,” as Poor Richard says, “the greatest prodi- 
gality ”; since, as he elsewhere tell us, “‘lost time is never 
found again,” and what we call “ time enough! always proves 
little enough.” Let us, then, up and be doing, and doing to 
the purpose; so by diligence shall we do more with less per- 
plexity. “Sloth makes all things difficult, but industry all 
things easy,” as Poor Richard says; and “he that riseth late 
must trot all day, and shall scarce overtake his business at 
night; while laziness travels so slowly that poverty soon over- 
takes him,” as we read in Poor Richard; who adds, “ drive thy 
business! let not that drive thee! ” and — 


Early to bed and early to rise 
Makes a man healthy, wealthy, and wise. 


So what signifies wishing and hoping for better times? We 
may make these times better if we bestir ourselves. ‘‘ Indus- 
try need not wish,” as Poor Richard says, and “he that lives 
on hope will die fasting.” ‘“ There are no gains without pains; 
then help, hands! for I have no lands”; or, if I have, they are 
smartly taxed. And as Poor Richard likewise observes, “ he 
that hath a trade hath an estate, and he that hath a calling 
hath an office of profit and honor”; but then the trade must 
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be worked at and the calling well followed, or neither the estate 
nor the office will enable us to pay our taxes. If we are indus- 
trious we shall never starve; for, as Poor Richard says, “‘ at the 
working-man’s house hunger looks in, but dares not enter.” 
Nor will the bailiff or the constable enter, for “industry pays 
debts, while despair increaseth them.” 

What though you have found no treasure, nor has any rich 
relation left you a legacy, “diligence is the mother of good 
luck,” as Poor Richard says, and “God gives all things to 
industry.” 


Then plow deep while sluggards sleep, 
And you shall have corn to sell and to keep, 


says Poor Dick. Work while it is called today, for you know 
not how much you may be hindered tomorrow; which makes 
Poor Richard say, “‘ one today is worth two tomorrows ”; and 
further, ‘“ have you somewhat to do tomorrow? Do it today! ” 

If you were.a servant would you not be ashamed that a good 
master should catch you idle? Are you, then, your own mas- 
ter? ‘“‘ Be ashamed to catch yourself idle,’ as Poor Dick says. 
When there is so much to be done for yourself, your family, 
your country, and your gracious king, be up by peep of day! 
“Let not the sun look down and say, ‘ Inglorious here he 
lies!’?” Handle your tools without mittens! remember that 
“ the cat in gloves catches no mice! ” as Poor Richard says. 

Tis true there is much to be done, and perhaps you are 
weak-handed; but stick to it steadily and you will see great 
effects; for “ constant dropping wears away stones ”; and “ by 
diligence and patience the mouse ate in two the cable”; and 
“little strokes fell great oaks”; as Poor Richard says in his 
almanac, the year I cannot just now remember. 

Methinks I hear some of you say, ‘‘ Must a man afford him- 
self no leisure? ” I will tell thee, my friend, what Poor Richard 
says, “ employ thy time well if thou meanest to gain leisure ”’; 
and “since thou art not sure of a minute, throw not away an 
hour! ” Leisure is time for doing something useful; this leis- 
ure the diligent man will obtain, but the lazy man never; so 
that, as Poor Richard says, “a life of leisure and a life of lazi- 
ness are two things.” Do you imagine that sloth will afford 
you more comfort than labor? No! for, as Poor Richard says, 
“trouble springs from idleness and grievous toil from needless 
ease.” “ Many, without labor, would live by their wits only, 
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but they'll break for want of stock”? [means]; whereas in- 
dustry gives comfort, and plenty, and respect. ‘“ Fly pleasures 
and they’ll follow you”; “the diligent spinner has a large 
shift ”; and 


Now I have a sheep and a cow, 
Everybody bids me good-morrow. 


All which is well said by Poor Richard. But with our indus- 
try we must likewise be steady, settled, and careful, and over- 
see our own affairs with our own eyes and not trust too much to 
others; for, as Poor Richard says — 


I never saw an oft-removed tree 
Nor yet an oft-removed family 
That throve so well as those that settled be. 


And again, “ three removes are as bad as a fire”; and again, 
“keep thy shop and thy shop will keep thee ”; and again, “ if 
you would have your business done, go; if not, send.” And 
again — 

He that by the plow would thrive, 
Himself must either hold or drive. 


And again, “the eye of the master will do more work than 
both his hands ”; and again, ‘‘ want of care does us more dam- 
age than want of knowledge”; and again, “not to oversee 
workmen is to leave them your purse open.” 

Trusting too much to others’ care is the ruin of many; for, as 
the almanac says, “in the affairs of this world men are saved, 
not by faith, but by the want of it’; but a man’s own care is 
profitable; for, saith Poor Dick, “ learning is to the studious 
and riches to the careful ”’; as well as “ power to the bold ” and 
“ heaven to the virtuous.” And further, “if you would have a 
faithful servant and one that you like, serve yourself.” 

And again, he adviseth to circumspection and care, even in 
the smallest matters; because sometimes “a little neglect may 
breed great mischief’; adding, “ for want of a nail the shoe 
was lost; for want of a shoe the horse was lost; and for want 
of a horse the rider was lost ”; being overtaken and slain by 
the enemy; all for want of a little care about a horseshoe nail! 

So much for industry, my friends, and attention to one’s own 
business; but to these we must add frugality if we would make 
our industry more certainly successful. “A man may,” if he 
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knows not how to save as he gets, “‘ keep his nose all his life to 
the grindstone and die not worth a groat at last.” “A fat 
kitchen makes a lean will,” as Poor Richard says; and 


Many estates are spent in the getting, eke, 
Since women for tea forsook spinning and knitting, 
And men for punch forsook hewing and splitting. 


If you would be wealthy, says he in another almanac, “ think 
of saving as well as of getting. The Indies have not made 
Spain rich, because her outgoes are greater than her incomes.” 

Away, then, with your expensive follies, and you will not 
have so much cause to complain of hard times, heavy taxes, 
and chargeable families; for, as Poor Dick says — 


Women and wine, game and deceit, 
Make the wealth small and the wants great. 


And further, “what maintains one vice would bring up two 
children.” You may think, perhaps, that a little tea or a little 
punch now and then, a diet a little more costly, clothes a little 
finer, and a little more entertainment now and then, can be no 
great matter; but remember what Poor Richard says, “‘ many a 
little makes mickle ”; and further, “ beware of little expenses; 
a small leak will sink a great ship”; and again — 


Who dainties love shall beggars prove; 


and moreover, “‘ fools make feasts and wise men eat them.” 

Here are you all got together at this vendue of fineries and 
knick-knacks. You call them goods; but if you do not take 
care they will prove evils to some of you. You expect they will 
be sold cheap, and perhaps they may for less than they cost; 
but if you have no occasion for them they must be dear to you. 
Remember what Poor Richard says: “‘ Buy what thou hast no 
need of, and ere long thou shalt sell thy necessaries.” And 
again, “at a great pennyworth pause awhile.” He means that 
perhaps the cheapness is apparent only and not real; or the 
bargain by straitening thee in thy business may do thee more 
harm than good. For in another place he says, “ many have 
been ruined by buying good pennyworths.” 

Again, Poor Richard says, “ ’tis foolish to lay out money in 
a purchase of repentance”; and yet this folly is practiced 
every day at vendues for want of minding the almanac. 
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“Wise men,” as Poor Richard says, “learn by others’ 
harms; fools scarcely by their own”; but Felix quem faciunt 
aliena pericula cautum. Many a one, for the sake of finery on 
the back, has gone with a hungry belly and half-starved their 
families. “Silks and satins, scarlets and velvets,” as Poor 
Richard says, “ put out the kitchen fire.” These are not the 
necessaries of life; they can scarcely be called the conven- 
iences; and yet, only because they look pretty, how many want 
to have them! The artificial wants of mankind thus become 
more numerous than the natural; and as Poor Dick says, “ for 
one poor person there are a hundred indigent.” 

By these and other extravagances the genteel are reduced to 
poverty and forced to borrow of those whom they formerly de- 
spised, but who, through industry and frugality, have main- 
tained their standing; in which case it appears plainly that “a 
plowman on his legs is higher than a gentleman on his knees,” 
as Poor Richard says. Perhaps they have had a small estate 
left them, which they knew not the getting of; they think, 
“tis day and will never be night”; that “a little to be spent 
out of so much is not worth minding ” (a child and a fool, as 
Poor Richard says, imagine twenty shillings and twenty years 
can never be spent); but “ always taking out of the meal-tub, 
and never putting in, soon comes to the bottom.” Then, as 
Poor Dick says, “ when the well’s dry they know the worth of 
water.” But this they might have known before if they had 
taken his advice. ‘If you would know the value of money, 
go and try to borrow some”; for “he that goes a-borrowing 
goes a-sorrowing,” and indeed so does he that lends to such 
people, when he goes to get it in again. 

Poor Richard further advises: 


Fond pride of dress is, sure, a very curse; 
Ere fancy you consult, consult your purse. 


And again, “ pride is as loud a beggar as want and a great deal 
more saucy.” When you have bought one fine thing you must 
buy ten more, that your appearance may be all of a piece; but 
Poor Dick says, “ ’tis easier to suppress the first desire than to 
satisfy all that follow it.” And ’tis as truly folly for the poor 
to ape the rich as for the frog to swell in order to equal the ox. 


Great estates may venture more, 
But little boats should keep near shore. 
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’Tis, however, a folly soon punished; for “ pride that dines 
on vanity sups on contempt,” as Poor Richard says. And in 
another place, “ pride breakfasted with plenty, dined with pov- 
erty, and supped with infamy.” 

And after all, of what use is this pride of appearance, for 
which so much is risked, so much is suffered? It cannot pro- 
mote health or ease pain; it makes no increase of merit in the 
person; it creates envy; it hastens misfortune. 


What is a butterfly? At best 
He’s but a caterpillar drest, P 
The gaudy fop’s his picture just, 


as Poor Richard says. 

But what madness must it be to run into debt for these 
superfluities! We are offered by the terms of this vendue six 
months’ credit; and that, perhaps, has induced some of us to 
attend it, because we cannot spare the ready money and hope 
now to be fine without it. But ah! think what you do when 
you run in debt: you give to another power over your liberty. 
If you cannot pay at the time you will be ashamed to see your 
creditor; you will be in fear when you speak to him; you will 
make poor, pitiful, sneaking excuses, and by degrees come to 
lose your veracity and sink into base, downright lying; for, as 
Poor Richard says, “ the second vice is lying, the first is run- 
ning into debt’; and again, to the same purpose, “ lying rides 
upon debt’s back ”’; whereas a free-born Englishman ought not 
to be ashamed or afraid to see or speak to any man living.. 
But poverty often deprives a man of all spirit and virtue. 
“Tis hard for an empty bag to stand upright! ” as Poor Rich- 
ard truly says. What would you think of that prince or the 
government who should issue an edict forbidding you to dress 
like a gentleman or gentlewoman, on pain of imprisonment or 
servitude? Would you not say that you are free, have a right 
to dress as you please, and that such an edict would be a breach 
of your privileges and such a government tyrannical? And yet 
you are about to put yourself under such tyranny when you run 
in debt for such dress! Your creditor has authority, at his 
pleasure, to deprive you of your liberty by confining you in jail 
for life or to sell you for a servant if you should not be able 
to pay him. When you have got your bargain you may, per- 
haps, think little of payment; but “ creditors,” Poor Richard 
tells us, “ have better memories than debtors ”’; and in another 
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place says, “ creditors are a superstitious set, great observers of 
set days and times.” The day comes round before you are 
aware, and the demand is made before you are prepared to 
satisfy it; or, if you bear your debt in mind, the term which 
at first seemed: so long will, as it lessens, appear extremely 
short. Time will seem to have added wings to his heels as well 
as his shoulders. ‘“ Those have a short Lent,” saith Poor 
Richard, “ who owe money to be paid at Easter.” Then since, 
as he says, “the borrower is a slave to the lender and the 
debtor to the creditor,” disdain the chain, preserve your free- 
dom, and maintain your independency. Be industrious and 
free; be frugal and free. At present, perhaps, you may think 
yourself in thriving circumstances, and that you can bear a 
little extravagance without injury; but — 


For age and want, save while you may; 
No morning sun lasts a whole day. 


As Poor Richard says, gain may be temporary and uncer- 
tain; but ever while you live expense ‘is constant and certain; 
and “’tis easier to build two chimneys than to keep one in 
fuel,” as Poor Richard says; so, “ rather go to bed supperless 
than rise in debt.” 


Get what you can, and what you get hold; 
Tis the stone that will turn all your lead into gold, 


as Poor Richard says; and when you have got the philosopher’s 
stone, sure, you will no longer complain of bad times or the 
difficulty of paying taxes. 

This doctrine, my friends, is reason and wisdom; but, after 
all, do not depend too much upon your own industry and fru- 
gality and prudence, though excellent things, for they may all 
be blasted without the blessing of Heaven; and therefore ask 
that blessing humbly, and be not uncharitable to those that at 
present seem to want it, but comfort and help them. Remem- 
ber Job suffered and was afterward prosperous. 

And now, to conclude, “ experience keeps a dear school, but 
fools will learn in no other, and scarce in that ”’; for it is true, 
“we may give advice, but we cannot give comfort,” as Poor 
Richard says. However, remember this: “ they that won’t be 
counseled can’t be helped,” as Poor Richard says; and further, 
that “if you will not hear reason she'll surely rap your 
knuckles.” 
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Thus the old gentleman ended his harangue. The people 
heard it and approved the doctrine, and immediately practiced 
the contrary, just as if it had been a common sermon. For the 
vendue opened and they began to buy extravagantly, notwith- 
standing all his cautions and their own fear of taxes. I found 
the good man had thoroughly studied my almanacs and di- 
gested all I had dropped on those topics during the course of 
twenty-five years. The frequent mention he made of me must 
have tired any one else; but my vanity was wonderfully de- 
lighted with it, though I was conscious that not a tenth part of 
the wisdom was my own which he ascribed to me, but rather 
the gleanings that I had made of the sense of all ages and 
nations. However, I resolved to be the better for the echo of 
it, and though I had at first determined to buy stuff for a new 
coat, I went away resolved to wear my old one a little longer. 
Reader, if thou wilt do the same, thy profit will be as great as 
mine. I am, as ever, thine to serve thee, 

RICHARD SAUNDERS 

July 7th, 1757. 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. What purpose did Franklin have in collecting these maxims? Dis- 
cuss the influence they had on the people of his age. 

2. Have these maxims grown out of date or is there a message in 
them for the people of today? Point out truths that this age might 
well heed. 

3. If Poor Richard had been addressing his remarks to the high school 
youth of today, what might he have emphasized ? 

4. What qualities did Franklin value in the American citizen? 

5. Where would Franklin and Roosevelt agree in their valuation of 
the qualities which go to make a good citizen? 

6. What is Franklin’s idea of independence? Compare it with Kip- 
ling’s “‘ Independence.” 


SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. “Without Vanity I May Say.” 

. A Word to the Wise. 

. Taxed by My Idleness. 

. He That Riseth Late Trots All Day. 

. He That Goes a-Borrowing. 

. Early to Bed Makes a Man Stupid. 

. If You Wish a Thing Well Done, Don’t Do It Yourself, 
. Is Diligence the Mother of Good Luck? 

. The Advantages of the Rolling Stone. 
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WILLIAM ALLEN WHITE 


Tue following father’s tribute to his dead daughter, written on the day 
she was buried, is a piece of work best left to itself. But something 
must be said about its remarkable author. It was written for the 
Emporia Gazette, of which Mr. William Allen White (b. 1868) has been 
owner and editor since 1895. Emporia is a town in Kansas with a popu- 
lation of about 10,000, and the Gazette is the newspaper of that small 
community. Yet this newspaper and its editor are known and admired 
throughout the United States. Such exceptional renown results from 
the “canny, straightforward, humane, and humorous simplicity ” with 
which Mr. White’s pen deals with local, national, or international 
affairs, politics, literature, or morals. Simplicity it is, of course, that 
keeps Mr. White in Emporia, when with his talents Kansas City, Chi- 
cago, or New York, would be only too glad to have him, although one 
suspects that there must be something very attractive about Emporia to 
retain such a clever man there. But this simplicity is of a kind that 
is equal to the most complex matters, and one may gauge the value 
placed upon Mr. White’s advice in the counsels of the nation from the 
fact that he was to have been a representative of the United States at 
the abortive conference with the Bolsheviks in the island of Prinkipo 
in 1919. He is also a distinguished novelist, The Court of Bovyville 
containing illuminating episodes of small town life and A Certain Rich 
Man being deemed one of the best American novels. He is a national 
figure of independence, courage, and talent. He was educated at the 
University of Kansas. 


Mary White 


Tue Associated Press reports carrying the news of Mary 
White’s death declared that it came as the result of a fall from 
a horse. How she would have hooted at that! She never fell 
from a horse in her life. Horses have fallen on her and with 
her — “ I’m always trying to hold ’em in my lap,” she used to 
say. But she was proud of few things, and one was that she 
could ride anything that had four legs and hair. Her death 
resulted not from a fall, but from a blow on the head which 
fractured her skull, and the blow came from the limb of an 
overhanging tree on the parking. 

The last hour of her life was typical of its happiness. She 
came home from a day’s work at school, topped off by a hard 
grind with the copy on the High School Annual, and felt that 
a ride would refresh her She climbed into her khakis, chatter- 
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ing to her mother about the work she was doing, and hurried to 
get her horse and be out on the dirt roads for the country air 
and the radiant green fields of the spring. As she rode through 
the town on an easy gallop she kept waving at passers-by. She 
knew every one in town. For a decade the little figure with 
the long pig-tail and the red hair ribbon has been familiar on 
the streets of Emporia, and she got in the way of speaking to 
those who nodded at her. She passed the Kerrs, walking the 
horse, in front of the Normal Library, and waved at them; 
passed another friend a few hundred feet farther on, and waved 
at her. The horse was walking and as she turned into North 
Merchant Street she took off her cowboy hat, and the horse 
swung into a lope. She passed the Tripletts and waved her 
cowboy hat at them, still moving gaily north on Merchant 
Street. A Gazette carrier passed — a high-school boy friend — 
and she waved at him, but with her bridle hand; the horse 
veered quickly, plunged into the parking where the low-hang- 
ing limb faced her, and, while she still looked back waving, the 
blow came. But she did not fall from the horse; she slipped 
off, dazed a bit, staggered, and fell in a faint. She never quite 
recovered consciousness. 

But she did not fall from the horse, neither was she riding 
fast. A year or so ago she used to go like the wind. But that 
habit was broken, and she used the horse to get into the 
open to get fresh, hard exercise, and to work off a certain 
surplus energy that welled up in her and needed a physical 
outlet. That need has been in her heart for years. It was 
back of the impulse that kept the dauntless, little brown- 
clad figure on the streets and country roads of this commun- 
ity and built into a strong, muscular body what had been 
a frail and sickly frame during the first years of her life. But 
the riding gave her more than a.body. It released a gay and 
hardy soul. She was the happiest thing in the world. And 
she was happy because she was enlarging her horizon. She 
came to know all sorts and conditions of men. Charley 
O’Brien, the traffic cop, was one of her best friends. W. L. 
Holtz, the Latin teacher, was another. Tom O’Connor, farmer- 
politician, and Rev. J. H. J. Rice, preacher and police judge, 
and Frank Beach, music master, were her special friends, and 
all the girls, black and white, above the track and below the 
track, in Pepville and Stringtown, were among her acquaiut- 
ances. And she brought home riotous stories of her adventures. 


Mary White 187 


She loved to rollick; persiflage was her natural expression at 
home. Her humor was a continual bubble of joy. She seemed 
to think in hyperbole and metaphor. She was mischievous 
without malice, as full of faults as an old shoe. No angel was 
Mary White, but an easy girl to live with, for she never nursed 
a grouch five minutes in her life. 

With all her eagerness for the out-of-doors, she loved books. 
On her table when she left her room were a book by Conrad, 
one by Galsworthy, Creative Chemistry by E. E. Slosson, 
and a Kipling book. She read Mark Twain, Dickens, and 
Kipling before she was ten — all of their writings. Wells and 
Arnold Bennett particularly amused and diverted her. She 
was entered as a student in Wellesley in 1922; was assist- 
ant editor of the High School Annual this year, and in line 
for election to the editorship of the Annual next year. She 
was a member of the executive committee of the High School 
Yoav. CrA; 

Within the last two years she had begun to be moved by an 
ambition to draw. She began as most children do by scribbling 
in her school books, funny pictures. She bought cartoon maga- 
zines and took a course —rather casually, naturally, for she 
was, after all, a child, with no strong purposes — and this year 
she tasted the first fruits of success by having her pictures 
accepted by the High School Annual. But the thrill of delight 
she got when Mr. Ecord, of the Normal Annual, asked her to 
do the cartooning for that book this spring was too beautiful 
for words. She fell to her work with all her enthusiastic heart. 
Her drawings were accepted, and her pride — always repressed 
by a lively sense of the ridiculousness of the figure she was 
cutting — was a really gorgeous thing to see. No successful 
artist ever drank a deeper draft of satisfaction than she took 
from the little fame her work was getting among her school- 
fellows. In her glory, she almost forgot her horse — but never 
her car. 

For she used the car as a jitney bus. It was her social life. 
She never had a “ party ” in all her nearly seventeen years — 
wouldn’t have one; but she never drove a block in the car in 
her life that she didn’t begin to fill the car with pick-ups! 
Everybody rode with Mary White — white and black, old and 
young, rich and poor, men and women. She liked nothing 
better than to fill the car full of long-legged high-school boys 
and an occasional girl, and parade the town. She never had 


188 William Allen White 


a “date,” nor went to a dance, except once with her brother, 
Bill, and the “boy proposition” didn’t interest her — yet. 
But young people — great, spring-breaking, varnish-cracking, 
fender-bending, door-sagging carloads of “kids” — gave her 
great pleasure. Her zests were keen. But the most fun she 
ever had in her life was acting as chairman of the committee 
that got up the big turkey dinner for the poor folks at the 
county home; scores of pies, gallons of slaw, jam, cakes, pre- 
serves, oranges, and a wilderness of turkey were loaded in the 
car and taken to the county home. And, being of a practical 
turn of mind, she risked her own Christmas dinner by staying 
to see that the poor folks actually got it all. Not that she was 
a cynic; she just disliked to tempt folks. While there she 
found a blind colored uncle, very old, who could do nothing but 
make rag rugs, and she rustled up from her school friends 
rags enough to keep him busy for a season. The last engage- 
ment she tried to make was to take the guests at the county 
home out for a car ride. And the last endeavor of her life was 
to try to get a rest room for colored girls in the high school. 
She found one girl reading in the toilet, because there was no 
better place for a colored girl to loaf, and it inflamed her sense 
of injustice and she became a nagging harpy to those who she 
thought could remedy the evil. 

The poor she had always with her, and was glad of it. She 
hungered and thirsted for righteousness; and was the most 
impious creature in the world. She joined the Congregational 
Church without consulting her parents; not particularly for her 
soul’s good. She never had a thrill of piety in her life, and 
would have hooted at a “testimony.” But even as a little 
child she felt the church was an agency for helping people to 
more of life’s abundance, and she wanted to help. She never 
wanted help for herself. Clothes meant little to her. It was a 
fight to get a new rig on her; but eventually a harder fight to 
get it off. She never wore a jewel and had no ring but her 
high-school class ring, and never asked for anything but a wrist 
watch. She refused to have her hair up, though she was nearly 
seventeen. ‘‘ Mother,” she protested, “ you don’t know how 
much I get by with, in my braided pigtails, that I could not 
with my hair up.” Above every other passion of her life was 
her passion not to grow up, to bea child. The tomboy in her, 
which was big, seemed to loathe to be put away forever in 
skirts. She was a Peter Pan, who refused to grow up. 

Her funeral yesterday at the Congregational Church was as 
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she would have wished it; no singing, no flowers save the big 
bunch of red roses from her Brother Bill’s Harvard classmen 
— Heavens, how proud that would have made her! and the red 
roses from the Gazette force —in vases at her head and feet. 
A short prayer, Paul’s beautiful essay on “ Love,” from the 
thirteenth chapter of First Corinthians, some remarks about 
her democratic spirit by her friend, John H. J. Rice, pastor and 
police judge, which she would have deprecated if she could, a 
prayer sent down for her by her friend, Carl Nau, and opening 
the service the slow, poignant movement from Beethoven’s 
Moonlight Sonata, which she loved, and closing the service a 
cutting from the joyously melancholy first movement of Tschai- 
kowski’s Symphonie Pathétique, which she liked to hear in 
certain moods on the phonograph; then the Lord’s Prayer by 
her friends in the high school. 

That was all. 

For her pallbearers only her friends were chosen: her Latin 
teacher, W. L. Holtz; her high-school principal, Rice Brown; 
her doctor, Frank Foncannon; her friend, W. W. Finney; her 
pal at the Gazette office, Walter Hughes; and her brother Bill. 
It would have made her smile to know that her friend, Charley 
O’Brien, the traffic cop, had been transferred from Sixth and 
Commercial to the corner near the church to direct her friends 
who came to bid her good-by. 

A rift in the clouds in a gray day threw a shaft of sunlight 
upon her coffin as her nervous, energetic little body sank to its 
last sleep. But the soul of her, the glowing, gorgeous, fervent 
soul of her, surely was flaming in eager joy upon some other 
dawn. 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. In what ways is Mary White representative of the best type of 
high school girl? 

2. Point out instances which reveal her democratic spirit. 

3. What rank would you give Mary White on service, leadership, 
and character, were she a candidate for the national honor society? 

4. Discuss her tastes in reading. With which authors are you familiar? 

5. What in the essay tells you that her father, William Allen White, 
understood young people? 

6. Literature abounds in poems written in honor of the dead: Milton’s 
“ Lycidas ”; Shelley’s ‘“‘ Adonais ”; Tennyson’s “In Memoriam.” Which 
ones have you read? 

7. Emerson’s “ Threnody” is the tribute of a father for his child. 
Read it. 

8. Discuss the essay as a memorial for a daughter written by her 
father. Point out intensely human details. 
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SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. When Clothes Meant Little to Me. 

. When We Delivered a Christmas Dinner. 
. The Most Generous Person I Know. 

. Reforms Needed in My School. 

. A Peter Pan of My Acquaintance. 

. What I Have Learned from Mary White. 


AnpPWN H 


RALPH WALDO EMERSON 


Tue following essay on “ Self-Reliance ” is a plea for each man to be as 
original as he can, yet its author, Ralph Waldo Emerson (1803-1882), 
had little or no originality in him. Some of his opinions differed from 
those held by the people among whom he was living, and he was self- 
reliant enough to sacrifice himself for those opinions, retiring from the 
ministry of the Second Unitarian Church of Boston. But that brave 
action and the heretical view which prompted it are forgotten now, 
whereas his writings, which are free of anything so defiant, live on. 
What is the reason for their immortality? 

The world certainly needs original thinkers, but it also needs equally 
writers who will point out what is good and why it is so. Emerson was 
this latter kind of writer, and a most excellent one too. He had con- 
ventional literary taste and a steady charm and serenity of mind. 

He set his hand to many other tasks before he wrote his best essays, 
English Traits, which were published in 1856. The son of a Unitarian 
minister and a graduate of Harvard, he taught for three years in his 
brother’s school. Then he studied for the Unitarian ministry, but his 
studies were philosophical and literary rather than theological. Next 
he took several trips abroad for his health. 

After his retirement from the church at Boston, he continued to 
preach, and again visited England and the Mediterranean, meeting the 
English authors Landor, Coleridge, Carlyle, and Wordsworth. On his 
return to America he became a lecturer and met with tremendous suc- 
cess. The essayist is only a condensation of the lecturer. In his essays 
Emerson’s style is clear in sentences, but obscure in paragraphs. 

From 1835, in which year he remarried, his first wife having died, he 
lived at Concord in Massachusetts, the native town of his second wife, 
and thus he grew to be called the Sage of Concord. It is his sagacity 
that is still valued today. 


Self-Reliance 


I reap the other day some verses written by an eminent 
painter which were original and not conventional. The soul 
always hears an admonition in such lines, let the subject be 
what it may. The sentiment they instill is of more value than 
any thought they may contain. To believe your own thought, 


to believe that what is true for you in your private heart is true _ 


for all_men— that is genius. [Speak your latent conviction, | 

and it shall be the universal sense; for the inmost in due time 

becomes the outmost, and our first thought is rendered back to 
IQI 
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us by the trumpets of the Last Judgment. { Familiar as the 
voice of the mind is to each, the highest merit we ascribe to 
Moses, Plato, and Milton is that they set at naught books and 
traditions and spoke not what men, but what they thought. A 
man should learn to detect and watch that gleam of light which 
flashes across his mind from within more than the luster of the 
firmament of bards and sages. Yet he dismisses without 
notice his thought, because it is his. In every work of genius 
we recognize our rejected thoughts; they come back to us with 
a certain alienated majesty. Great works of art have no more 
affecting lesson for us than this. They teach us to abide by 
our spontaneous impression with good-humored inflexibility 
then most when the whole cry of voices is on the other side. 
Else, tomorrow a stranger will say with masterly good sense 
precisely what we have thought and felt all the time, and we 
shall be forced to take with shame our own opinion from 
another. 

There is a time in every man’s education when he arrives at 
the conviction that envy is ignorance; that imitation is suicide; 
that he must take himself for better, for worse, as his portion; 
that, though the wide universe is full of good, no kernel of 
nourishing corn can come to him but through his toil bestowed 
on that plot of ground which is given to him to till. The power 
which resides in him is new in nature, and none but he knows 
what that is which he can do, nor does he know until he has 
tried. Not for nothing one face, one character, one fact makes 
much impression on him, and another none. This sculpture 
in the memory is not without preéstablished harmony. The 
eye was placed where one ray should fall that it might testify 
of that particular ray. We but half express ourselves, and are 
ashamed of that divine idea which each of us represents. It 
may be safely trusted as proportionate and of good issues, so 
it be faithfully imparted, but God will not have his work made 
manifest by cowards. A man is relieved and gay when he has 
put his heart into his work and done his best; but what he has 
said or done otherwise shall give him no peace. It is a deliver- 
ance which does not deliver. In the attempt his genius deserts 
him; no muse befriends; no invention, no hope. 

Trust thyself; every heart vibrates to that iron string. Ac- 
cept the place the divine providence has found for you, the 
society of your contemporaries, the connection of events. 
Great men have always done so, and confided themselves child- 
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like to the genius of their age, betraying their perception that 
the absolutely trustworthy was seated at their heart, working 
through their hands, predominating in all their being. And 
we are now men and must accept in the highest mind the same 


transcendent destiny; and not minors and invalids in a pro- ~~ 

tected corner, not cowards fleeing before a revolution, but. ~~ 
uides, redeemers, and benefactors obeying the Almighty a 
effort, and advancing on Chaos and the Dark. sf 


What pretty oracles nature yields us on this text in the face 
and behavior of children, babes, and even brutes! That di- 
vided and rebel mind, that distrust of a sentiment because our 
arithmetic has computed the strength and means opposed to 
our purpose, these have not. Their mind being whole, their 
eye is as yet unconquered, and when we look in their faces we 
are disconcerted. Infancy conforms to nobody; all conform to 
it, so that one babe commonly makes four or five out of the 
adults who prattle and play to it. So God has armed youth 
and puberty and manhood no less with its own piquancy and 
charm, and made it enviable and gracious and its claims not to 
be put by, if it will stand by itself. Do not think the youth 
has no force because he cannot speak to you and me. Hark! 
in the next room his voice is sufficiently clear and emphatic. 
It seems he knows how to speak to his contemporaries. Bash- 
ful or bold then, he will know how to make us seniors very 
unnecessary. 

The nonchalance of boys who are sure of a dinner and would 
disdain as much as a lord to do or say aught to conciliate one 
is the healthy attitude of human nature. A boy is in the parlor 
what the pit is in the playhouse; independent, irresponsible, 
looking out from his corner on such people and facts as pass 
by, he tries and sentences them on their merits, in the swift, 
summary way of boys, as good, bad, interesting, silly, eloquent, 
troublesome. He cumbers himself never about consequences, 
about interests; he gives an independent, genuine verdict. 
You must court him; he does not court you. But the man is, 
as it were, clapped into jail by his consciousness. As soon 
as he has once acted or spoken with éclat, he is a committed 
person, watched by the sympathy or the hatred of hundreds, 
whose affections must now enter into his account. There is no 
Lethe for this. Ah, that he could pass again into his neutral- 
ity! Who can thus lose all pledges and, having observed, 
observe again from the same unaffected, unbiased, unbribable, 
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unaffrighted innocence must always be formidable. He would 
utter opinions on all passing affairs, which being seen to be not 
private, but necessary, would sink like darts into the ear of 
men, and put them in fear. 

These are the voices which we hear in solitude, but they 
grow faint and inaudible as we enter into the world. Society 
everywhere is in conspiracy against the manhood of every one 
of its members. Society is a joint-stock company in which the 
members agree, for the better securing of his bread to each 
shareholder, to surrender the liberty and culture of the eater. 
The virtue in most request is conformity. Self-reliance is its 
aversion. It loves not realities and creators, but names and 
customs. 

Whoso would be a man must be a nonconformist. He who 
would gather immortal palms must not be hindered by the 
name of goodness, but must explore if it be goodness. Nothing 
is at last sacred but the integrity of your own mind. Absolve 
you to yourself, and you shall have the suffrage of the world. 
I remember an answer which when quite young I was prompted 
to make to a valued adviser who was wont to importune me 
with the dear old doctrines of the church. On my saying, What 
have I to do with the sacredness of traditions, if I live wholly 
from within? my friend suggested, ‘‘ But these impulses may 
be from below, not from above.” I replied, “ They do not 
seem to me to be such; but if I am the Devil’s child, I will 
live then from the Devil.” No law can be sacred to me but 
that of my nature. Good and bad are but names very readily 
transferable to that or this; the only right is what is after my 
constitution; the only wrong is against it. A man is to carry 
himself in the presence of all opposition as if everything were 
titular and ephemeral but he. I am ashamed to think how 
easily we capitulate to badges and names, to large societies and 
dead institutions. Every decent and well-spoken individual 
affects and sways me more than is right. I ought to go upright 
and vital, and speak the rude truth in all ways. If malice and 
vanity wear the coat of philanthropy, shall that pass? If an 
angry bigot assumes this bountiful cause of abolition, and 
comes to me with his last news from Barbados, why should I 
not say to him, ‘‘ Go love thy infant; love thy wood-chopper; 
be good-natured and modest; have that grace, and never var- 
nish your hard, uncharitable ambition with this incredible ten- 
derness for black folk a thousand miles off. Thy love afar is 
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spite at home.” Rough and graceless would be such greeting, 
but truth is handsomer than the affectation of love. Your 
goodness must have some edge to it, else it is none. The doc- 
trine of hatred must be preached as the counteraction of the 
doctrine of love when that pules and whines. I shun father 
and mother and wife and brother when my genius calls me. I 
would write on the lintels of the doorpost, “Whim.” I hope 
it is somewhat better than whim at last, but we cannot spend 
the day in explanation. Expect me not to show cause why I 
seek or why I exclude company. Then again, do not tell me, 
as a good man did today, of my obligation to put all poor men 
in good situations. Are they my poor? I tell thee, thou foolish 
philanthropist, that I grudge the dollar, the dime, the cent I 
give to such men as do not belong to me and to whom I do not 
belong. There is a class of persons to whom by all spiritual 
affinity I am bought and sold; for them I will go to prison, 
if need be; but your miscellaneous popular charities; the edu- 
cation at college of fools; the building of meeting-houses to 
the vain end to which many now stand; alms to sots, and the 
thousandfold relief societies; — though I confess with shame 
I sometimes succumb and give the dollar, it is a wicked dollar 
which by and by I shall have the manhood to withhold. 

Virtues are, in the popular estimate, rather the exception 
than the rule. There is the man and his virtues. Men do 
what is called a good action, as some piece of courage or 
charity, much as they would pay a fine in expiation of daily 
non-appearance on parade. ‘Their works are done as an 
apology or extenuation of their living in the world, as invalids 
and the insane pay a high board. Their virtues are penances. 
I do not wish to expiate, but to live. My life is for itself and 
not for a spectacle. I much prefer that it should be of a lower 
strain, so it be genuine and equal, than that it should be glit- 
tering and unsteady. I wish it to be sound and sweet, and not 
to need diet and bleeding. I ask primary evidence that you 
are a man, and refuse this appeal from the man to his actions. 
I know that for myself it makes no difference whether I do or 
forbear those actions which are reckoned excellent. I cannot 
consent to pay for a privilege where I have intrinsic right. 
Few and mean as my gifts may be, I actually am, and do not 
need for my own assurance or the assurance of my fellows any 
secondary testimony. 

What I must do is all that concerns me, not what the people 
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think. This rule, equally arduous in actual and in intellectual 
life, may serve for the whole distinction between greatness and 
meanness. It is the harder, because you will always find those 
who think they know what is your duty better than you know 
it. It is easy in the world to live after the world’s opinion; it 
is easy in solitude to live after our own; but the great man is 
he who in the midst of the crowd keeps with perfect sweetness 
the independence of solitude. 

The objection to conforming to usages that have become 
dead to you is that it scatters your force. It loses your time 
and blurs the impression of your character. If you maintain 
a dead church, contribute to a dead Bible Society, vote with a 
great party either for the Government or against it, spread your 
table like base housekeepers — under all these screens I have 
difficulty to detect the precise man you are, and, of course, so 
much force is withdrawn from your proper life. But do your 
work, and I shall know you. Do your work, and you shall 
reinforce yourself. A man must consider what a blindman’s- 
buff is this game of conformity. If I know your sect, I antici- 
pate your argument. I hear a preacher announce for his text 
and topic the expediency of one of the institutions of his 
church. Do I not know beforehand that not possibly can he 
say a new and spontaneous word? Do I not know, that with 
all this ostentation of examining the grounds of the institution, 
he will do no such thing? Do I not know that he is pledged 
to himself not to look but at one side, the permitted side, not 
as a man, but as a parish minister? He is a retained attorney, 
and these airs of the bench are the emptiest affectation. Well, 
most men have bound their eyes with one or another hand- 
kerchief and attached themselves to some one of these com- 
munities of opinion. This conformity makes them not false in 
a few particulars, authors of a few lies, but false in all particu- 
lars. Their every truth is not quite true. Their two is not the 
real two, their four is not the real four, so that every word 
they say chagrins us, and we know not where to begin to set 
them right. Meantime nature is not slow to equip us in the 
prison-uniform of the party to which we adhere. We come to 
wear one cut of face and figure and acquire by degrees the 
gentlest asinine expression. There is a mortifying experience 
in particular, which does not fail to wreck itself also in the 
general history; I mean “ the foolish face of praise,” the forced 
smile which we put on in company where we do not feel at 


Self-Reliance 197 


ease in answer to conversation which does not interest us. The 
muscles, not spontaneously moved but moved by a low usurp- 
ing wilfulness, grow tight about the outline of the face with 
the most disagreeable sensation. 

For nonconformity the world whips you with its displeasure. 
And therefore a man must know how to estimate a sour face. 
The bystanders look askance on him in the public street or in 
the friend’s parlor. If this aversion had its origin in con- 
tempt and resistance like his own, he might well go home 
with a sad countenance; but the sour faces of the multitude, 
like their sweet faces, have no deep cause, but are put on and 
off as the wind blows and a newspaper directs. Yet is the dis- 
content of the multitude more formidable than that of the 
senate and the college. It is easy enough for a firm man who 
knows the world to brook the rage of the cultivated classes. 
Their rage is decorous and prudent, for they are timid, as being 
very vulnerable themselves. But when to their feminine rage 
the indignation of the people is added, when the ignorant and 
the poor are aroused, when the unintelligent brute force that 
lies at the bottom of society is made to growl and mow, it needs 
the habit of magnanimity and religion to treat it godlike as a 
trifle of no concernment. 

The other terror that scares us from self-trust is our con- 
sistency, a reverence for our past act or word because the 
eyes of others have no other data for computing our orbit than 
our past acts, and we are loath to disappoint them. 

But why should you keep your head over your shoulder? 
Why drag about this corpse of your memory lest you contradict 
somewhat you have stated in this or that public place? Sup- 
pose you should contradict yourself; what then? It seems to 
be a rule of wisdom never to rely on your memory alone, 
scarcely even in acts of pure memory, but to bring the past 
for judgment into the thousand-eyed present and live ever in 
a new day. Trust your emotion. In your metaphysics you 
have denied personality to the Deity, yet when the devout mo- 
tions of the soul come, yield to them heart and life, though 
they should clothe God with shape and color. Leave your 
theory, as Joseph his coat in the hand of the harlot, and 
flee. 

A foolish consistency is the hobgoblin of little minds, adored 
by little statesmen and philosophers and divines. With con- 
sistency a great soul has simply nothing to do. He may as 
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well concern himself with his shadow on the wall. Speak what 
you think now in hard words, and tomorrow speak what to- 
morrow thinks in hard words again, though it contradict every- 

thing you said today. “Ah, so you shall be sure to be 
’ misunderstood.” Is it so bad, then, to be misunderstood? 
Pythagoras was misunderstood, and Socrates, and Jesus, and 
Luther, and Copernicus, and Galileo, and Newton, and every 
pure and wise spirit that ever took flesh. To be great is to be 
misunderstood. 

I suppose no man can violate his nature. All the sallies of 
his will are rounded in by the law of his being, as the inequal- 
ities of Andes and Himmaleh are insignificant in the curve of 
the sphere. Nor does it matter how you gauge and try him. 
A character is like an acrostic or Alexandrian stanza; read it 
forward, backward, or across, it still spells the same thing. In 
this pleasing contrite wood-life, which God allows me, let me 
record day by day my honest thought without prospect or 
retrospect, and, I cannot doubt, it will be found symmetrical, 
though I mean it not and see it not. My book should smell of 
pines and resound with the hum of insects. The swallow over 
my window should interweave that thread or straw he carries 
in his bill into my web also. We pass for what we are. 
Character teaches above our wills. Men imagine that they 
communicate their virtue or vice only by overt actions, and do 
not see that virtue or vice emits a breath every moment. 

There will be an agreement in whatever variety of actions, 
so they be each honest and natural in their hour. For of one 
will the actions will be harmonious, however unlike they seem. 
These varieties are lost sight of at a little distance, at a little 
height of thought. One tendency unites them all. The voyage 
of the best ship is a zigzag line of a hundred tacks. See the 
line from a sufficient distance, and it straightens itself to the 
average tendency. Your genuine action will explain itself and 
will explain your other genuine actions. Your conformity ex- 
plains nothing. Act singly, and what you have already done 
singly will justify you now. Greatness appeals to the future. 
If I can be firm enough today to do right and scorn eyes, I 
must have done so much right before as to defend me now. 
Be it how it will, do right now. Always scorn appearances and 
you always may. The force of character is cumulative. All 
the foregone days of virtue work their health into this. What 
makes the majesty of the heroes of the senate and the field, 
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which so fills the imagination? The consciousness of a train of 
great days and victories behind. They shed an united light 
on the advancing actor. He is attended as by a visible escort 
of angels. That is it which throws thunder into Chatham’s 
voice, and dignity into Washington’s port, and America into 
Adams’s eye. Honor is venerable to us because it is no 
ephemeris. It is always ancient virtue. We worship it today 
because it is not of today. We love it and pay it homage, be- 
cause it is not a trap for our love and homage, but is self- 
dependent, self-derived, and therefore of an old immaculate 
pedigree, even if shown in a young person. 

I hope in these days we have heard the last of conformity 
and consistency. Let the words be gazetted and ridiculous 
henceforward. Instead of the gong for dinner, let us hear a 
whistle from the Spartan fife. Let us never bow and apologize 
more. A great man is coming to eat at my house. I do not 
wish to please him; I wish that he should wish to please me. 
I will stand here for humanity, and though I would make it 
kind, I would make it true. Let us affront and reprimand the 
smooth mediocrity and squalid contentment of the times and 
hurl in the face of custom, and trade, and office, the fact which 
is the upshot of all history, that there is a great responsible 
Thinker and Actor working wherever a man works, that a true 
man belongs to no other time or place, but is the center of 
things. Where he is, there is nature. He measures you and 
all men and all events. Ordinarily, everybody in society re- 
minds us of somewhat else, or of some other person. Char- 
acter, reality, reminds you of nothing else; it takes place of 
the whole creation. The man must be so much that he must 
make all circumstances indifferent. Every true man is a cause, 
a country, and an age; requires infinite spaces and numbers 
and time fully to accomplish his design; and posterity seem 
to follow his steps as a train of clients. A man Ceasar is born, 
and for ages after we have a Roman Empire. Christ is born, 
and millions of minds so grow and cleave to his genius that he 
is confounded with virtue and the possible of man. An insti- 
tution is the lengthened shadow of one man; as Monachism, 
of the Hermit Antony; the Reformation, of Luther; Quakerism, 
of Fox; Methodism, of Wesley; Abolition, of Clarkson. Scipio, 
Milton called ‘‘ the height of Rome”; and all history resolves 
itself very easily into the biography of a few stout and earnest 
persons. 
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Let a man then know his worth, and keep things under his 
feet. Let him not peep or steal, or skulk up and down with 
the air of a charity-boy, a bastard, or an interloper, in the 
world which exists for him. But the man in the street, finding 
no worth in himself which corresponds to the force which built 
a tower or sculptured a marble god, feels poor when he looks 
on these. To him a palace, a statue, or a costly book have an 
alien and forbidding air, much like a gay equipage, and seem 
to say like that, “ Who are you, sir?” Yet they all are his, 
suitors for his notice, petitioners to his faculties that they will 
come out and take possession. The picture waits for my ver- 
dict; it is not to command me, but I am to settle its claim to 
praise. That popular fable of the sot who was picked up dead 
drunk in the street, carried to the duke’s house, washed and 
dressed and laid in the duke’s bed, and, on his waking, treated 
with all obsequious ceremony like the duke, and assured that 
he had been insane, owes its popularity to the fact that it 
symbolizes so well the state of man who is in the world a sort 
of sot, but now and then wakes up, exercises his reason, and 
finds himself a true prince. 

Our reading is mendicant and sycophantic. In history our 
imagination plays us false. Kingdom and lordship, power and 
estate, are a gaudier vocabulary than private John and Edward 
in a small house and common day’s work; but the things of life 
are the same to both; the sum total of both is the same. Why 
all this deference to Alfred and Scanderbeg and Gustavus? 
Suppose they were virtuous, did they wear out virtue? As 
great a stake depends on your private act today as followed 
their public and renowned steps. When private men shall act 
with original views the luster will be transferred from the ac- 
tions of kings to those of gentlemen. 

The world has been instructed by its kings, who have so 
magnetized the eyes of nations. It has been taught by this 
colossal symbol the mutual reverence that is due from man to 
man. The joyful loyalty with which men have everywhere suf- 
fered the king, the noble, or the great proprietor to walk among 
them by a law of his own, make his own scale of men and 
things, and reverse theirs, pay for benefits not with money 
but with honor, and represent the Law in his person, was 
the hieroglyphic by which they obscurely signified their con- 
sciousness of their own right and comeliness, the right of 
every man, 
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QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. Give examples from the essay of what Emerson means by self- 
reliance. 

z. From your own experience give examples of self-reliance. 

3. What makes this an imperative message to young people? 

4. What things destroy self-reliance? 

5. Discuss Emerson’s ideas on nonconformity. 

6 Discuss his ideas on consistency. 

7. Illustrate five great truths of the essay with examples from your 
Own experience and observation. 

8. Select ten terse sayings from the essay which you enjoyed. 

g. Explain: ‘“‘Whoso would be a man must be a nonconformist.” 
“What I must do is all that concerns me, not what the people think.” 
“Tf I know your sect, I anticipate your argument.” “A foolish con- 
sistency is the hobgoblin of little minds.” “Our reading is mendicant 
and sycophantic.” 

to. Do you agree with the most of what Emerson has said? Is it 
necessary to agree with an author? Does Emerson constantly challenge 
your thought? 


SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. When I Was a Nonconformist. 

. Why I Dislike Conformity. 

. Foolish Consistencies I Have Observed. 

. Do We Surrender Our Liberty to Society? 
. Emerson’s Challenge to My Thinking. 
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WILLIAM LYON PHELPS 


Proressor WittAMm Lyon Puetps (b. 1865) is one of the few men 
surviving in the United States with the courage to ride a bicycle. That 
is probably one reason why Yale men (he is Lampson professor of 
English at Yale) affectionately call him Billy behind his back. Other 
reasons may be that he is a crack tennis player and not such a crack 
(as he himself would admit) short-stop on the Faculty baseball team. 
The strongest evidence of his endearing boyishness — Billiness, one might 
say — is that he is not only short-stop, but the star reporter of the base- 
ball games. One typical comment of his in a report has become im- 
mortal: “ Our team was greatly strengthened by the loss of our stand-by, 
Nettleton, from center field.” 

He is indeed a man of superabundant energy. His classes are large, 
but they leave him free, not only for cycling, tennis, baseball, reporting, 
but also for music and for writing and editing. He is the president of 
the New Haven Symphony Orchestra, has written a score of books him- 
self, and edited perhaps another thirty. Among those from his own pen 
are: The Advance of the English Novel, Reading the Bible, Hu- 
man Nature in the Bible. He has edited an edition of Richardson’s 
novels in twenty volumes and recently he produced a volume of Se- 
lected Stories from Kipling. He conducts a department of comment in 
Scribner’s, “As I Like It.” 

Almost his whole life has been passed in New Haven, for he was 
born there, graduated there in 1887, and has been on the faculty there 
since 1891. 

The following essay reveals the ability of a famous scholar to talk 
about baseball in a way every boy will enjoy. 


The Great American Game 


BASEBALL is truly an American game. It is native and has 
never really flourished elsewhere. In its speed, skill, and 
brevity it seems particularly adapted to our high nervous ten- 
sion. It lasts about as long as a theatre play and resembles 
that form of entertainment in more ways than one. The 
mystery of hero and villain is discovered in about two hours, 
sometimes at the rate of a thrill a minute. Frequently the un- 
expected happens. Victory suddenly emerges from the very 
core of defeat. 


A Dramatic ENDING 
In one of his poems Browning says, “ Sudden the worst turns 
the best to the brave.” No player should ever give up until 
the last man is out and the score is history. I remember a 
202 
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game between Yale and Princeton where in the ninth innings 
- with Princeton two runs ahead and Yale at bat, two men out 
and one runner on first base a freshman, Arthur Camp, stepped 
to the plate. He obtained two strikes. The grand stand 
reverberated with thousands of retreating feet, for many people 
apparently attend a game or a drama in order to see how 
speedily they may escape. What do you suppose these “ quit- 
ters” do with the time they have saved by beating the crowd 
to the exits? They seem so pathetically anxious to save it 
that they ought to employ it in some high and noble public 
service. 

Well, as I was saying, young Camp stepped to the bat to the 
accompaniment of marching feet, all marching away from the 
game. With two strikes and the Princeton substitutes packing 
up the bats, he knocked a home run; the score was tied, for he 
brought in Fincke ahead of him, who had had the good sense 
to wait for a base on balls and thus play the game even in the 
face of almost certain defeat. 

This drive by Camp changed the aspect of the universe; we 
traveled with incredible speed from the other place to Para- 
dise; and Princeton, who were already “ Fletcherizing” the 
sweet morsel of victory, found in Scriptural language that they 
had filled their belly with the east wind. The game went to 
the tenth innings; but what a difference! Princeton’s bright 
confidence was sicklied o’er with the pale cast of thought, 
whereas the sons of Eli, who a moment before had felt that the 
bitterness of death was past and were resigned to their fate, 
were now yelling like timber wolves that smell blood. In the 
extra innings Princeton got nothing; each batsman fought as 
one who beats the air. Yale came to the plate, and a boy 
named Letton knocked out another home run, having learned 
from a freshman that it was a simple thing to do. 

Just before Camp hit the ball a girl sitting next to me solilo- 
quized sadly, ““I have never seen Yale beaten before.” I 
replied, “ But you are going to now.” Camp’s bat made the 
fitting comment on my inaccuracy. His home run was like one 
of those delightful footnotes in Wells’s “ Outline of History ” 
where the expert who really knows what he is talking about 
emphatically contradicts the statement in the text. 

‘ Tremember another occasion, when Yale and Princeton were 
playing the third game for the championship in New York, 
the Tigers, went to bat in the ninth inning, five runs behind. 
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Two men went out, one of them being caught at the plate. 
The air resounded with the noise of false prophets hurrying 
away from the stands. But by a combination of steady hits 
from Princeton, assisted by the most weird errors of the Yale 
infield (Frank, I know you will never be able to forget), the 
Jerseymen made six runs, and Yale went to bat in the last half 
of the ninth, knowing their task was hopeless. And it was. 

There were thousands of persons who thought they had been 
present at a Yale victory, and they did not find out the truth 
until the Sunday paper contained what seemed to their dis- 
ordered minds an account of some other game. That particular 
ninth inning gives me a slight nausea even now; yet it is one 
of the imperishable stars in Princeton’s crown. 

It is often said that college students take athletic contests 
too seriously; my own feeling in the matter is that they do not 
take them seriously enough. If you play a game with all your 
might, determined by every honorable means to win, then not 
only do you enjoy the game by self-effacement but the struggle 
is good discipline; in later life you will play hard to win some 
game where the stakes are of more lasting importance. But if 
you take the attitude that it is “ only a game ” and are neither 
elated by victory nor depressed by defeat, there is something 
wrong in you, something fundamentally wrong that is bound in 
maturer years to develop into a fatal illness of the spirit. 

Of course I know that I shall probably be misunderstood 
for writing the preceding paragraph. I will risk that, however, 
for no player except a cheater is worse than one who is indiffer- 
ent. In defeat congratulate your opponent heartily and never 
in any circumstance make any excuses; but please suffer in- 
wardly. Outwardly look and inwardly feel like Esther in the 
Apocrypha: ‘“ Her countenance was cheerful and very amiable; 
but her heart was in anguish.” 

IT remember when I was an undergraduate the professor of 
physics called on one of my classmates to recite. The young 
man said, “I don’t know,” took his zero and sat down. Feel- 
ing that nothing worse could happen to him, he glanced idly 
out of the window. “ But don’t dismiss the subject from your 
mind! ” cried the professor. 

If baseball is worth playing, it is worth training for. And 
the very sacrifices demanded in training are not only whole- 
somely beneficial; they ought to be actually delightful to those 
who really love baseball. One of the greatest athletic leaders 


The Great American Game 205 


Harvard ever had was Captain Winslow, in 1885. He an- 
nounced at the beginning of the season that faithfulness in 
discipline would be demanded of every candidate. It so hap- 
pened that a veteran on the team and one who was regarded 
as the best player in college had a gay evening. He was in- 
formed by Captain Winslow that his services would not be 
required at all that year. The offender and his friends were 
thunderstruck; they could not believe that the captain really 
meant it; many declared that without the veteran victory 
could not be won. “Then we shall lose,” said Captain Wins- 
low. The star did not play in a single game. But the nine 
not only won the championship; they were never once 
defeated! 

Alonzo Stagg of Yale was a severe disciplinarian. A veteran 
player broke training on the Easter trip. The experience did 
not hurt him, but to his amazement he was not permitted to 
play till the last game of the season toward the end of June. 
He was then so “sharp-set ” that he made a home run and 
helped to win the championship for Yale. 

It is often said that the British do not care whether they 
win or lose, that they play only for the sake of the sport. Do 
not believe such nonsense for a moment; there are no people 
in the world who feel worse under defeat than Englishmen, 
which is one reason why they are such good sports. They 
fight hard and hate to be beaten. 

The successful professional baseball player is almost always 
high-strung, eager, with nerves on edge; and, though it is 
necessary that he should be punished for losing his temper in 
public, it should be remembered that he would not lose his 
temper at all if he were not so keen to win. He should there- 
fore be fined and forgiven. The unpardonable sin is not to 
care; to look upon playing as most failures regard their daily 
work; namely, as a disagreeable job that must be endured for 
the money and the leisure hours it brings, both of which can 
be spent in pleasure. This is the highway to failure in all 
undertakings; to believe that there is no pleasure in the work 
itself but only in the time spent away from it. 


Love oF THE GAME 


T remember years ago that a reporter interviewed a number 
of professional ball players, and asked them all this question: 
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Do you enjoy playing? One after another answered in the 
negative. ‘‘ How do you expect a man is going to enjoy him- 
self sweating under a broiling sun?” “Think what rotten 
treatment we get from spectators when we make an error! ” 
“ The whole thing is just one hard grind with no fun in it! ” 
Then the reporter reached old McGuire, a seasoned veteran; 
he said, “ Like it? I love it! I love everything about it. I 
love the morning practice. I love going out to the game with 
the other boys in the bus. I love the warming-up. I love the 
game itself, and I love to talk it over in the evening.” I 
admired McGuire after reading that. 

The greatest ball player of all time is undoubtedly Tyrus 
Raymond Cobb of Detroit. He has played in the major league 
eighteen consecutive years and is the most valuable asset a 
nine ever had. Even now as I write this article, late in August, 
he and Sisler are fighting for the premier honors in batting. 
He is a great outfielder, a base runner of positive genius and 
a man who in every game for eighteen years has done his utmost 
to win. He has never spared himself, but has thrown his body 
and soul into every contest. He once told me that toward the 
end of a season, if the championship was within reach and yet 
doubtful, he could not sleep, but sat up in bed night after 
night, thinking out plays. His mind in a game is as active as 
his body, and his successful batting, which often means that 
he makes a two-base hit where another would make a single, 
comes from outguessing his opponents. He knows when to 
pretend to run and when torun. The other day he said some- 
thing that ought to be remembered. Detroit had won the 
game, but he had failed to hit once. Knowing how eager he 
was to lead the league in batting, a reporter said to him, “‘ Too 
bad, Ty, you didn’t get a hit today.” Cobb instantly replied, 
“But we won the game. That’s all that counts.” It is his 
unquenchable zest as well as his bodily skill and activity that 
has helped to place him on an eminence in the national game 
where no rival, living or dead, can hope to stand. 

I think the following all-professional nine would be hand to 
beat: Radbourn, Mathewson, Alexander, pitchers; Ewing, 
Kelley, Bennett, ‘catchers: Anson, Tenney, Sisler, first base; 
Lajoie, E. Collins, Young, second base; Wagner, Scott, O. Bush, 
shortstop; Groh, Latham, White, third base; Cobb, Speaker, 
Ruth, Hornsby, Tiernan, Hines, Hanlon, Crawford, Donlin, 
Williams, outfield. I do not say that this is the finest group 
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of players imaginable, for I don’t know that, but simply that 
they would be hard to beat. Every man was or is an artist. 

But I think I know for certain who was the greatest pitcher 
of all time. His name is Radbourn. When I remember that 
in 1884 he won the championship for Providence by pitching 
every day toward the end of the season I think his record 
never has been and never will be equaled. 

And as Radbourn is the greatest of all pitchers, so Amos 
Alonso Stagg is unquestionably the first of college pitchers. 
Remember what he accomplished. He pitched for Yale in five 
successive years, 1886, 1887, 1888, 1889, 1890, and Yale won 
the championship over Harvard and over Princeton every one 
of those years. Stagg headed the batting order for most of 
that period, was a daring and successful base runner and fielded 
his position with extraordinary skill and judgment. He never 
had either blinding speed or remarkable curves, but he had 
almost perfect control and never forgot a batsman. If a bats- 
man faced him once, Stagg discovered immediately that man’s 
weakness, and always thereafter gave him just the ball most 
awkward to hit. It was nothing short of uncanny. Carter, 
another great college pitcher, had more speed and more decep- 
tive curves than Stagg. But in his freshman year the captain 
would not allow him to pitch; in his sophomore year, when he 
was at his best, he was defeated in the final game by Harvard, 
Jack Highlands pitching against him; in his senior year his 
arm gave out, so that he could not pitch. The only year 
therefore in which he won a championship by pitching was his 
junior year. He was undoubtedly a great ball player and in 
championship contests actually played at one time or another 
pitcher, catcher, first base, second base, third base, and the 
outfield —an extraordinary record; and he became a fine 
batsman. But I submit that as a pitcher his career does not 
compare with that of Stagg. 


His Last GAME 


Stagg’s last game, in 1890, was the most thrilling. Princeton 
had been beaten, and Yale and Harvard had a game apiece. 
It was the last inning, with Harvard at the bat. Harvard was 
two runs behind, and two were out, but it had three men on 
bases and the redoubtable Dudley Dean at the plate. Stagg 
gave him a base on balls, forcing in one run — it excites me 
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even now so that I find it almost as difficult to hit the right 
keys on the typewriter as the next Harvard batsman found it 
hard to hit the ball. As a matter of fact, Stagg forced him to 
hit weakly to Billy Dalzell at shortstop (good old Bill), who 
threw him out at first. The game was over; Yale had won 
for the fifth successive year, and Stagg retired like a glorious 
sunset. 

It is curious how much more one man can make out of a 
position than another can. Right field always used to be re- 
garded as the least important of the nine places. But Alfred 
Ripley, now president of the Merchants National Bank in 
Boston and a member of the Yale corporation, playing that 
humble position for Yale in his undergraduate days, in one 
game threw out four men at first base on ground hits all of 
which looked to the spectator perfectly safe. 

Although I yield to no one in my admiration for the game 
of football, there is one respect in which baseball is more 
agreeable to watch. The spectator actually sees every play, 
and, whether the umpire is right or wrong, every onlooker sees 
exactly what happens. But in football the umpire is all im- 
portant, and yet as a rule when a touchdown is disallowed or a 
penalty is inflicted no one in the vast concourse has the 
slightest idea why. Furthermore, the technique of football 
is so complicated that only a few people who watch the game 
understand and appreciate the skill or lack of it displayed in 
the line, whereas the footwork, handwork, and headwork in a 
game of baseball are instantly apparent to nearly every man 
among the twenty thousand who are looking on. There is 
perhaps nothing in the world where proficiency is so under- 
stood and appreciated as in baseball. It would be wonderful 
if the fine arts of music and acting could be exhibited before 
audiences as competent as the horde who shout their approval 
or disapproval at the national game. 

It is unfortunate that the ethics of amateur baseball are 
still so deplorable — beneath comparison with the ethics of 
golf or tennis. What would be thought of a golf or a tennis 
player who should attempt to “ rattle” his opponent by jeer- 
ing at him just as he was about to execute a difficult stroke? 
Yet such is the regular and apparently approved practice in 
baseball. It is simply one more proof that man as an indi- 
vidual can be both reasonable and gentlemanly; put him in 
a group and he becomes one of a pack of wild beasts. 

College baseball teams are inclined to depend too much on 
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the coach. He should train them of course and give them the 
benefit of his knowledge, skill, and experience, but it is an un- 
pleasant though common sight to see a college man at bat 
looking anxiously at the coach on the bench to see whether 
he should try to bunt, to hit, or should wait for a base on 
balls. As the coach has it in his power to raise or lower the 
ethics of the game so far as his pupils are concerned, he should 
be selected with as much reference to his character as to his 
ability. Here is the place where the standards of behavior 
on the field can best be raised, and it is pleasant to observe 
that already much progress has been made in that direction. 
The ethics of college baseball have advanced enormously 
over the standards of twenty-five years ago, and they should 
continue to rise. One of the finest things that ever happened 
in baseball history was when the Harvard supporters, after 
their team had been defeated in the final game with Yale in 
1922, actually cheered Aldrich, the Yale captain. Harvard 
should be prouder of that than of victory. 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. In what ways is baseball truly an American game? 

2. Point out touches which tell you that Mr. Phelps is interested in 
English literature as well as in baseball. How many literary allusions 
do you find? List them. 

3. How does Mr. Phelps’ early experience contribute to the convinc- 
ingness of this article? 

4. What may be gained by the student who takes athletic contests 
seriously ? 

5s. Why ought one to “‘suffer inwardly ” in defeat? 

6. Does the author convince you that “ faithfulness in discipline” is 
necessary ? 

4, Why must the real player love the game? [Illustrate from your 
personal observation. 

8. Have you enjoyed this informal discussion about a familiar sport 
and its players? 

9. Contrast football and baseball. 

to. Are the “ethics of amateur baseball deplorable” today? 


SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. “Sudden the worst turns the best to the brave.” 
“ Fletcherizing ”’ the Sweet Morsel of Victory. 

. Play the Game. 

When the Score Was Tied. 

. Better than Victory. 


. His Last Game. 
Are the Ethics of Amateur Baseball Deplorable? 


What Counts in Winning the Game. 
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LAFCADIO HEARN 


A MAN may be failing to succeed or to attain contentment simply be- 
cause he has not yet found the right thing to do or the most congenial 
place in which to live: that is the encouragement to be derived from 
a consideration of the career of Lafcadio Hearn (1850-1904). He was 
aged forty-one before he went to Japan, there at last to find peace and 
fame after a life of loneliness and disagreeable toil. 

Lafcadio is a quaint Christian name for a fellow to bear. It is not 
surprising to learn that Hearn chose it for himself when he was full 
grown. He took it from his birthplace, one of the Greek Islands of the 
Ionian Sea, Leucadia, pronounced Lefcadia. He was the son of an 
Irish surgeon-major in the British Army and a Greek mother. For a 
time he attended the Ushaw Roman Catholic College in Durham, Eng- 
land. At nineteen he was thrown upon his own resources and crossed 
from England to the United States. But he did not find it easy to come 
by a livelihood. He had no gift for business or any of the activities by 
which money is rapidly and easily acquired. For years he drudged in 
Cincinnati and New Orleans in the lower grades of newspaper work. He 
showed talent then, but it was not appreciated at the time, and only 
after his death were fragments of his writings for the press rescued from 
oblivion. The two little essays herewith belong to that period. 

One day the editor of the New Orleans Times-Democrat thought he 
would send Hearn as correspondent to the West Indies. Hearn remained 
there for two years, and the result was his first published book, Two 
Years in the French West Indies. Twelve months after this came out, 
in 1891, his newspaper sent him to Japan. There at last he found his 
true sphere. His newspaper connection was promptly broken and he 
became teacher of English in the University of Tokio. The post left 
him leisure in which to write, and there poured from his pen a series 
of books revealing Japanese life to Western eyes, books full of original- 
ity, power, and literary charm. 

He married a Japanese, became a naturalized Japanese citizen under 
the name of Yakumo Koizumi, and was converted to Buddhism. He 
never returned to the West. 


The Mississippi 


TI once thought, when sailing up the Ohio one bright Northern 

summer, that the world held nothing more beautiful than the 

scenery of the Beautiful River, — those voluptuous hills with 

their sweet feminine curves, the elfin gold of that summer haze, 

and the pale emerald of the river’s verdure-reflecting breast. 

But even the loveliness of the Ohio seemed faded, and the 
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Northern sky-blue palely cold, like the tint of iceberg pin- 
nacles, when I beheld for the first time the splendor of the 
Mississippi. 

“You must come on deck early tomorrow,” said the kind 
Captain of the Thompson Dean; “we are entering the Sugar 
Country.” 

So I saw the sun rise over the cane-fields of Louisiana. 

It rose with a splendor that recalled the manner of its setting 
at Memphis, but of another color; — an auroral flush of pale 
gold and pale green bloomed over the long fringe of cottonwood 
and cypress trees, and broadened and lengthened halfway 
round the brightening world. The glow seemed tropical, with 
the deep green of the trees sharply cutting against it; and one 
naturally looked for the feathery crests of cocoanut palms. 
Then the day broke gently and slowly, —a day too vast for 
a rapid dawn, —a day that seemed deep as Space. I thought 
our Northern sky narrow and cramped as a vaulted church-roof 
beside that sky, —a sky so softly beautiful, so purely clear 
in its immensity, that it made one dream of the tenderness of 
a woman’s eyes made infinite. 

And the giant river broadened to a mile,—smooth as a 
mirror, still and profound as a mountain lake. Between the 
vastness of the sky and the vastness of the stream, we seemed 
moving suspended in the midst of day, with only a long, narrow 
tongue of land on either side breaking the brightness. Yet the 
horizon never became wholly blue. The green-golden glow 
lived there all through the day; it was brightest in the south. 
It was so tropical, that glow; —it seemed of the Pacific, a 
glow that forms a background to the sight of lagoons and coral 
reefs and “lands where it is always afternoon.” 

Below this glow gleamed another golden green, the glory of 
the waving cane-fields beyond the trees. Huge sugar mills 
were breathing white and black clouds into the sky, as they 
masticated their mighty meal; and the smell of saccharine 
sweetness floated to us from either shore. Then we glided by 
miles of cotton-fields with their fluttering white balls; and by 
the mouths of broad bayous; — past swamps dark with cypress 
gloom, where the gray alligator dwells, and the gray Spanish 
moss hangs in elfish festoons from ancient trees; — past 
orange-trees and live-oaks, pecans and cottonwoods and broad- 
leaved bananas; while the green of the landscape ever varied, 
from a green so dark that it seemed tinged with blue ta an 
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emerald so bright that it seemed shot through with gold. The 
magnificent old mansions of the Southern planters, built after 
a generous fashion unknown in the North, with broad verandas 
and deliciously cool porches, and all painted white or perhaps 
a pale yellow, looked out grandly across the water from the 
hearts of shadowy groves; and, like villages of a hundred 
cottages, the negro quarters dotted the verdant face of the 
plantation with far-gleaming points of snowy whiteness. 

And still that wondrous glow brightened in the south, like 
a far-off reflection of sunlight on the Spanish Main. 

“ But it does not look now as it used to in the old slave 
days,” said the pilot, as he turned the great wheel. “ The 
swamps were drained, and the plantations were not overgrown 
with cottonwood; and somehow or other the banks usen’t to 
cave in then as they do now.” 

I saw indeed signs of sad ruin on the face of the great planta- 
tions; there were splendid houses crumbling to decay, and 
whole towns of tenantless cabins; estates of immense extent 
were lying almost untilled, or with only a few acres under 
cultivation; and the vigorous cottonwood trees had shot up in 
whole forests over fields once made fertile by the labor of ten 
thousand slaves. The scene was not without its melancholy; 
it seemed tinged by the reflection of a glory passed away — the 
glory of wealth, and the magnificence of wealth; of riches and 
the luxury of riches. 

O fair paradise of the South, if still so lovely in thy ruin, 
what must thou have been in the great day of thy greatest 
glory! 

White steamboats, heavily panting under their loads of 
cotton, came toiling by, and called out to us wild greeting long 
and shrill, until the pilot opened the lips of our giant boat, 
and her mighty challenge awoke a thousand phantom voices 
along the winding shore. Red sank the sun in a sea of fire, 
and bronze-hued clouds piled up against the light, like fairy 
islands in a sea of glory, such as were seen, perhaps, by the 
Adelantado of the Seven Cities. 

“Those are not real clouds,” said the pilot, turning to the 
west, his face aglow with the yellow light. “ Those are only 
smoke clouds rising from the sugar mills of Louisiana, and 
drifting with the evening wind.” 

The daylight died away and the stars came out, but that 
warm glow in the southern horizon only paled, so that it 
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seemed a little farther off. The river broadened till it looked 
with the tropical verdure of its banks like the Ganges, until at 
last there loomed up a vast line of shadows, dotted with points 
of light, and through a forest of masts and a host of phantom- 
white river boats and a wilderness of chimneys the Thompson 
Dean, singing her cheery challenge, steamed up to the mighty 
levee of New Orleans. 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. Find several words which embody or suggest the atmosphere of 
this description of the Mississippi. 

2. Point out colorful verbs and adjectives which make this essay 
charming. 

3. Discuss the contrast between the Old South and the New South. 
What books have you read which have given you interesting pictures of 
the South? 


SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. Sunrise over My Favorite River. 

. Moonlight on My Favorite Lake. 

. Elfin Gold. 

. Adrift on the River. 

5. Seen from the Window of the Train. 
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New Orleans 
By Larcapio HEARN 


GOLDEN oranges piled up in bins, — apples of the Southern 
Hesperides; —a melody of meridional tongues, — silky Latin 
tongues and their silkier patois; Chinese buyers yellow as 
bananas, quadroons with skin like dead gold; swarthy sailors 
from the Antilles; sharp odors of fruit freshly disembarked; 
— all the semi-tropical sights and sounds of the French market. 
I stood beside an orange-bin; and priced the fruit. Fifty cents 
a hundred! While wondering how much the fruit-vender’s 
profit could possibly be, I was insensibly attracted by some- 
thing unusual in his face —a shadow of the beauty of the 
antique world seemed to rest upon it. “Are you not a 
Greek? ” I asked, for there was no mistaking the metoposcopy 
of that head. Yes; he was from Zante — first a sailor, now a 
fruit-vender; some day, perhaps, he would be a merchant. 

It is among those who sell, not among those who buy, that 
the most curious studies of human nature and of the human 
face arc to be made in the French market. These dealers are 
by no means usually French, but they are mostly from the 
Mediterranean coasts and the Levant — from Sicily and Cy- 
prus, Corsica and Malta, the Ionian Archipelago, and a hun- 
dred cities fringing the coasts of Southern Europe. They are 
wanderers, who have wandered all over the face of the earth 
to find rest at last in this city of the South; they are sailors 
who have sailed all seas, and sunned themselves at a hundred 
tropical ports, and finally anchored their lives by the levee of 
New Orleans. The Neapolitan Italian, the Spaniard, the Corsi- 
can, the Levantine Greek, seek rest from storm here, in a 
clime akin to their own and under a sky as divinely blue, and 
at a port not far distant from their beloved sea. For these 
Levantine sailors hate dusty inland cities and the dry air of 
the Great West. 

If you, O reader, chance to be a child of the sea; — if, in 
early childhood, you listened each morning and evening to that 
most ancient and mystic hymn-chant of the waves, which none 
can hear without awe, and which no musician can learn; — if 
you have ever watched wonderingly the far sails of the fishing- 
vessels turn rosy in the blush of sunset, or silver under the 
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moon, or golden in the glow of sunrise; — if you once breathed 
as your native air the divine breath of the ocean, and learned 
the swimmer’s art from the hoary breakers, and received the 
Ocean-god’s christening, the glorious baptism of salt, — then, 
perhaps, you know only too well why these sailors of the 
Levant cannot seek homes within the heart of the land. 
Twenty years may have passed since your ears last caught the 
thunder of that mighty ode of hexameters which the sea has 
always sung and will sing forever, since your eyes sought the 
far line where the vaulted blue of heaven touches the level 
immensity of rolling water,— since you breathed the breath 
of the ocean, and felt its clear ozone living in your veins like 
an elixir. Have you forgotten the mighty measure of that 
mighty song? Have you forgotten the divine saltiness of that 
unfettered wind? Is not the spell of the sea strong upon you 
still? 

So that when the long, burning summer comes, and the city 
roars dustily around you, and your ears are filled with the 
droning hum of machinery, and your heart full of the bitter- 
ness of the struggle for life, there comes to you at long inter- 
vals in the dingy office or the crowded street some memory of 
white breakers and vast stretches of wrinkled sand and far- 
fluttering breezes that seem to whisper, ‘‘ Come! ” 

So that when the silent night comes, — you find yourself 
revisiting in dreams those ocean-shores thousands of miles 
away. The wrinkled sand, ever shifting yet ever the same, has 
the same old familiar patches of vari-colored weeds and shin- 
ing rocks along its level expanse; and the thunder-chant of the 
sea which echoes round the world, eternal yet ever new, is 
rolling up to heaven. The glad waves leap up to embrace you; 
the free winds shout welcome in your ears; white sails are shin- 
ing in the west; white sea-birds are flying over the gleaming 
swells. And from the infinite expanse of eternal sky and ever- 
lasting sea, there comes to you, with the heavenly ocean-breeze, 
a thrilling sense of unbounded freedom, a delicious feeling as 
of life renewed, an ecstasy as of life restored. And so you start 
into wakefulness with the thunder of that sea-dream in your 
ears and tears of regret in your eyes to find about you only 
heat and dust and toil; the awakening rumble of traffic, and 
“ the city sickening on its own thick breath.” 

And I think that the Levantine sailors dare not dwell in the 
midst of the land, for fear lest dreams of a shadowy sea might 
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come upon them in the night, and phantom winds call wildly 
to them in their sleep, and they might awake to find themselves 
a thousand miles beyond the voice of the breakers. 

Sometimes, I doubt not, these swarthy sellers of fruit, whose 
black eyes sparkle with the sparkle of the sea, and whose voices 
own the tones of ocean-winds, sicken when a glorious breeze 
from the Gulf enters the city, shaking the blossoms from the 
magnolia-trees and the orange groves. Sometimes, I doubt not, 
they forsake their Southern home when the dream comes upon 
them, and take ship for the Spanish Main. Yet I think most 
men may wake here from the dreams of the sea, and rest again. 
It is true that you cannot hear the voice of the hoary breakers 
in the moonlight,— only the long panting of the cotton- 
presses, the shouting of the boats calling upon each other 
through the tropical night, and the ceaseless song of night-birds 
and crickets. But the sea-ships, with their white wings folded, 
are slumbering at the wharves; the sea-winds are blowing 
through the moonlit streets, and from the South arises a won- 
drous pale glow, like the far reflection of the emerald green 
of the ocean. So that the Greek sailor, awakening from the 
vision of winds and waves, may join three fingers of his right 
hand, after the manner of the Eastern Church, and cross him- 
self, and sleep again in peace. 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. Do you like the first paragraph? Why? 

2. “It is among those who sell, not among those who buy, that the 
most curious studies of human nature and of the human face are to be 
made in the French market.” Is this true in your locality? Describe 
some interesting people you have known ‘‘among those who sell.” 

3. Name some poems and novels which have made you feel the lure 
of the sea. 

4. Do these bits of description reveal the interests of the author? If 
you have enjoyed them you would find pleasure in his Glimpses of 
Unfamiliar Japan, Out of the East, or Kokora. 


SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. The Lure of the Sea. 

. Buyers and Sellers I Have Known. 

. A Child of the Sea. 

. The Chant of Old Ocean. 

. Wind and Wave. 

: uae I Visited the Vegetable and Fruit Market. (A Study in 
or. 
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G. K. CHESTERTON 


Mr. Grsert Kerra CuHeEsTERTON is the heavyweight among famous 
English authors. Now, at fifty-one, he has still an immense waistline, 
and ten years ago it was even greater. His girth made his friend, Mr. 
Bernard Shaw, who had just produced Fanny’s First Play, describe 
Mr. Chesterton’s own maiden dramatic effort, Magic, as “ Fatty’s First 
Play.” His big red cheeks and his spectacles almost hide his eyes. Yet 
those eyes should be seen, for they reveal what mental activity is always 
going on behind them. Mr. Chesterton is a great talker, very nimble 
with his mind; he is always ready with a witty answer, always finding 
some arresting and entertaining phrase. And he can write just as if he 
were speaking — not an easy thing to do. He delights in making ideas 
turn somersaults, and it is this which has made people eager to read 
what he writes, for he succeeds always in being amusing and surprising. 
At the same time it must be realized that he is a deeply religious Roman 
Catholic. 

He was born in a large district of London called Kensington, not far 
from the palace in which Queen Victoria was awakened early one morn- 
ing to be told that she must ascend the throne of Britain although she 
was only seventeen. He went to a famous school situated a mile farther 
west. It is called St. Paul’s School. In those days it stood out in the 
country; now it is surrounded by streets of houses, yet it has preserved 
its playing fields in the same enclosure as the school buildings instead 
of being obliged, as other big London schools have been, to transfer 
them to a distance. When he left St. Paul’s, he was going to be a 
painter, and he went to study at the famous London art school, the 
Slade, now a part of University College. While he was there he began 
reviewing books about art for a magazine, and presently found himself 
doing so much writing that he gave up all idea of painting. Since then 
he has produced novels, poems, short stories, plays, essays, biographies, 
and literary studies. He is a tremendous worker. 

He loves the English countryside and the foaming ale found in old 
wayside English inns. He lives in one of the most beautiful villages in 
England, Beaconsfield, from which the English statesman, Disraeli, took 
his new name upon being made a baron. He has twice visited America 
on lecture tours. 


The Romantic in the Rain * 


Tue middle classes of modern England are quite fanatically 
fond of washing; and are often enthusiastic for teetotalism. I 
cannot, therefore, comprehend why it is that they exhibit a 
mysterious dislike of rain. Rain, that inspiring and delightful 
* Copyright by Dodd, Mead & Company, Inc. 
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thing, surely combines the qualities of these two ideals with 
quite a curious perfection. Our philanthropists are eager to 
establish public baths everywhere. Rain surely is a public 
bath; it might almost be called mixed bathing. The appear- 
ance of persons coming fresh from this great natural lustration 
is not perhaps polished or dignified; but for the matter of fact, 
few people are dignified when coming out ofa bath. But the 
scheme of rain in itself is one of an enormous purification. It 
realizes the dream of some insane hygienist: it scrubs the 
sky. Its giant brooms and mops seem to reach the starry 
rafters and starless corners of the cosmos; it 1s a cosmic spring- 
cleaning. 

If the Englishman is really fond of cold baths, he ought not 
to grumble at the English climate for being a cold bath. In 
these days we are constantly told that we should leave our 
little special possessions and join in the enjoyment of common 
social institutions and a common social machinery. I offer 
the rain as a thoroughly Socialistic institution. It disregards 
that degraded delicacy which has hitherto led each gentleman 
to take his shower bath in private. It is a better shower-bath, 
because it is public and communal; and, best of all, because 
somebody else pulls the string. 

As for the fascination of rain for the water drinker, it is a 
fact the neglect of which I simply cannot comprehend. The 
enthusiastic water drinker must regard a rainstorm as a sort of 
universal banquet and debauch of his own favorite beverage. 
Think of the imaginative intoxication of the wine drinker if 
the crimson clouds sent down claret or the golden clouds hock, 
Paint upon primitive darkness some such scenes of apocalypse, 
towering and gorgeous skyscapes in which champagne falls like 
fire from heaven or the dark skies grow purple and tawny with 
the terrible colors of port. All this must the wild abstainer 
feel, as he rolls along in the long soaking grass, kicks his 
ecstatic heels to heaven, and listens to the roaring rain. It is 
he, the water drinker, who ought to be the true bacchanal of 
the forest; for all the forests are drinking water. Moreover, 
the forests are apparently enjoying it; the trees rave and reel 
to and fro like drunken giants; they clash boughs as revellers 
clash cups; they roar undying thirst and howl the health of the 
world. 

All around me as I write is a noise of Nature drinking: and 
Nature makes a noise when she is drinking, being by no means 
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refined. If I count it Christian mercy to give a cup of cold 
water to a sufferer, shall I complain of these multitudinous 
cups of cold water handed round to all living things; a cup of 
water for every shrub; a cup of water for every weed? As 
Sir Philip Sidney said, their need is greater than mine — 
especially for water. 

There is a wild garment that still carries nobly the name 
of a wild Highland clan: a clan come from those hills where 
rain is not so much an incident as an atmosphere. Surely 
every man of imagination must feel a tempestuous flame of 
Celtic romance spring up within him whenever he puts on a 
mackintosh. I could never reconcile myself to carrying an 
umbrella; it is a pompous Eastern business, carried over the 
heads of despots in the dry, hot lands. Shut_up, an umbrella 


{s_an_upmanages Die warcing- stick, open, it is an inadequate 
tent. For my part, T have no taste for pretending to be a 
walking pavilion; I think nothing of my hat, and precious 
little of my head. If I am to be protected against wet, it must 
be by some closer and more careless protection, something that 
I can forget altogether. It might be a Highland plaid. It 
might be that yet more Highland thing, a mackintosh. 

And there is really something in the mackintosh of the mili- 
tary qualities of the Highlander. The proper cheap mackin- 
tosh has a blue and white sheen as of steel or iron; it gleams 
like armor. I like to think of it as the uniform of that 
ancient clan in some of its old and misty raids. I like to think 
of all the Mackintoshes, in their mackintoshes, descending on 
some doomed Lowland village, their wet waterproofs flashing 
in the sun or the moon. For indeed this is one of the real 
beauties of rainy weather, that while the amount of original 
and direct light is commonly lessened, the number of things 
that reflect light is unquestionably increased. There is less 
sunshine; but there are more shiny things; such beautifully 
shiny things as pools and puddles and mackintoshes. It is like 
moving in a world of mirrors. 

And indeed this is the last and not the least gracious of the 
causal works of magic wrought by rain; that while it decreases 
light, yet it doubles it. If it dims the sky, it brightens the 
earth. It gives the road (to the sympathetic eye) something 
of the beauty of Venice. Shallow lakes of water reiterate every 
detail of earth and sky; we dwell in a double universe. Some- 
times walking upon bare and lustrous pavements, wet under 
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numerous lamps, a man seems a black blot on all that golden 
looking-glass, and could fancy he was flying in a yellow sky. 
But wherever trees and towns hang head downwards in a 
pigmy puddle, the sense of Celestial topsy-turvydom is the 
same. This bright, wet, dazzling confusion of shape and 
shadow, of reality and reflection, will appeal strongly to any 
one with the transcendental instinct about this dreamy and 
dual life of ours. It will always give a man the strange sense 
of looking down at the skies. 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


rt. What in the title appeals to you? 

2. Do you “exhibit a mysterious dislike for rain,’ or do you share 
with Mr. Chesterton an enthusiasm for it? 

3. Discuss rain as a “thoroughly Socialistic institution.” 

4. What are the pleasures the water drinker should have in rain? 

5. What would you include in a paragraph on the mackintosh, the 
umbrella, rubbers, galoshes? 

6. Discuss the effect of rain on the beauty of the world. Read 
Stevenson’s “Enjoyment of Unpleasant Places” for interesting com- 
parisons. 

7. Point out suggestive words and expressions. 

8. What interests you in Mr. Chesterton’s style? 


SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


rt. On Shower Baths. 

2. On the Umbrella. 

3. A World of Mirrors. 

4. On Galoshes. 

5. Pools and Puddles. 

6. A Topsy-Turvy World 


On Running After One’s Hat * 


By G. K. CHESTERTON 


I FEEL an almost savage envy on hearing that London has been 
flooded in my absence, while I am in the mere country. My 
own Battersea has been, I understand, particularly favored 
as a meeting of the waters. Battersea was already, as I need 
hardly say, the most beautiful of human localities. Now that 
it has the additional splendor of great sheets of water, there 
must be something quite incomparable in the landscape (or 
waterscape) of my romantic town. Battersea must be a vision 
of Venice. The boat that brought the meat from the butcher’s 
must have shot along those lanes of rippling silver with the 
strange smoothness of the gondola. The greengrocer who 
brought cabbages to the corner of the Latchmere Road must 
have leant upon the oar with the unearthly grace of the gon- 
dolier. There is nothing so perfectly poetical as an island; 
and when a district is flooded it becomes an archipelago. 

Some consider such romantic views of fiood or fire slightly 
lacking in reality. But really this romantic view of such in- 
conveniences is quite as practical as the other. The true 
optimist who sees in such things an opportunity for enjoyment 
is quite as logical and much more sensible than the ordinary 
“indignant Ratepayer ”’ who sees in them an opportunity for 
grumbling. Real pain, as in the case of being burnt at Smith- 
field or having a toothache, is a positive thing; it can be sup- 
ported, but scarcely enjoyed. But, after all, our toothaches 
are the exception, and as for being burnt at Smithfield, it only 
happens to us at the very longest intervals. And most of the 
inconveniences that make men swear or women cry are really 
sentimental or imaginative inconveniences — things altogether 
of the mind. For instance, we often hear grown-up people 
complaining of having to hang about a railway station and 
wait for a train. Did you ever hear a small boy complain of 
having to hang about a railway station and wait for a train? 
No; for to him to be inside a railway station is to be inside a 
cavern of wonder and a palace of poetical pleasures. Because 
to him the red light and the green light on the signal are like 
a new sun and a new moon. Because to him when the wooden 
arm of the signal falls down suddenly, it is as if a great king 
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had thrown down his staff as a signal and started a shrieking 
tournament of trains. I myself am of little boys’ habit in this 
matter. They also serve who only stand and wait for the two- 
fifteen. Their meditations may be full of rich and fruitful 
things. Many of the most purple hours of my life have been 
passed at Clapham Junction, which is now, I suppose, under 
water. I have been there in many moods so "fixed and mystical 
that the water might well have come up to my waist before I 
noticed it particularly. But, in the case of all such annoy- 
ances, as I have said, everything depends upon the emotional 
point of view. You can safely apply the test to almost every 
one of the things that are currently talked of as the typical 
nuisance of daily life. 

For instance, there is a current impression that it is unpleas- 
ant to have to run after one’s hat. Why should it be un- 
pleasant to the well-ordered and pious mind? Not merely 
because it is running, and running exhausts one. The same 
people run much faster in games and sports. The same people 
run much more eagerly after an uninteresting little leather ball 
than they will after a nice silk hat. There is an idea that it 
is humiliating to run after one’s hat, and when people say it is 
humiliating they mean that it is comic. It certainly is comic; 
but man is a very comic creature, and most of the things he 
does are comic — eating, for instance. And the most comic 
things of all are exactly the things that are most worth doing 
— such as making love. A man running after a hat is not half _ 
_so ridiculous as a man running after_a wife. a 

Now a man could, if he felt rightly in the matter, run after 
his hat with the manliest ardor and the most sacred joy. He 
might regard himself as a jolly huntsman pursuing a wild 
animal, for certainly no animal could be wilder. In fact, I 
am inclined to believe that hat-hunting on windy days will be 
the sport of the upper classes in the future. There will be a 
meet of ladies and gentlemen on some high ground on a gusty 
morning. They will be told that the professional attendants 
have started a hat in such-and-such a thicket, or whatever be 
the technical term. Notice that this employment will in the 
fullest degree combine sport with humanitarianism. The hunt- 
ers would feel that they were not inflicting pain. Nay, they 
would feel that they were inflicting pleasure, rich, almost 
riotous pleasure, upon the people who were looking on. When 
last I saw an old gentleman running after his hat in Hyde Park, 
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I told him that a heart so benevolent as his ought to be filled 
with peace and thanks at the thought of how much unaffected 
pleasure his every gesture and bodily attitude were at that 
moment giving to the crowd. 

The same principle can be applied to every other typical 
domestic worry. A gentleman trying to get a fly out of the 
milk or a piece of cork out of his glass of wine often imagines 
himself to be irritated. Let him think for a moment of the 
patience of anglers sitting by dark pools, and let his soul be 
immediately irradiated with gratification and repose. Again, I 
have known some people of very modern views driven by their 
distress to the use of theological terms to which they attached 
no doctrinal significance, merely because a drawer was jammed 
tight and they could not pull it out. A friend of mine was 
particularly afflicted in this way. Every day his drawer was 
jammed, and every day in consequence it was something else 
that rhymes to it. But I pointed out to him that this sense of 
wrong was really subjective and relative; it rested entirely upon 
the assumption that the drawer could, should, and would come 
out easily. “ But if,” I said, “ you picture to yourself that 
you are pulling against some powerful and oppressive enemy, 
the struggle will become merely exciting and not exasperating. 
Imagine that you are roping up a fellow-creature out of an 
Alpine crevasse. Imagine even that you are a boy again and 
engaged in a tug-of-war between French and English.” 
Shortly after saying this I left him; but I have no doubt at all 
that my words bore the best possible fruit. I have no doubt 
that every day of his life he hangs on to the handle of that 
drawer with a flushed face and eyes bright with battle, utter- 
ing encouraging shouts to himself, and seeming to hear all 
round him that roar of an applauding ring. 

So I do not think it altogether fanciful or incredible to sup- 
pose that even the floods in London may be accepted and 
enjoyed poetically. Nothing beyond inconvenience seems 
really to have been caused by them; and inconvenience, as I 
have said, is only one aspect, and that the most unimaginative 
and accidental aspect of a really romantic situation. An ad- 
venture is only an inconvenience rightly considered. An in- 
convenience is only an adventure wrongly considered. The 
water that girdled the houses and shops of London must, if 
anything, have only increased their previous witchery and 
wonder. For as the Roman Catholic priest in the story said: 
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“Wine is good with everything except water,’ and on a 
similar principle, water is good with everything except wine. 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. Recall exciting things which happened in your own family or in 
your own town during your absence. Suggest introductory sentences 
for essays presenting such experiences. 

2. Imagine your home town flooded and suggest the novel situations 
which would arise. 

3. Give a “ romantic view” of your town in flood time describing 
your experiences in going shopping, to school, to church. 

4. Discuss the attitude of a small boy towards the railway station. 
Where have some of the “ most purple hours” of your life been spent? 

5. Discuss Chesterton’s distinction between an adventure and an in- 
convenience. Recall some inconveniences which for you became adven- 
tures. 

6. Suggest some titles for essays which embody interesting experiences 
such as running after one’s hat. 


SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. If My Village Were Flooded. 

. Imaginary Inconveniences. 

. Seen at the Railway Station. 

. On Bureau Drawers. 

. Snowed-In. 

. An Adventure which Became an Inconvenience. 
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ARNOLD BENNETT 


Tue career of Mr. Arnold Bennett (b. 1867) offers to the ambitious 
young a particularly inspiring example. Only let them heed the copy- 
book maxims, and they will get on: such is its lesson. 

Ambition he had in plenty in his twenties when the career started. 
He had just resolved to become a great novelist. But besides ambition 
he could boast of little equipment for his purpose. True, he was sensi- 
tive, unusually observant perhaps, and able somewhat to write. So are 
thousands of fellows, and they do not grow into great novelists. Also, 
against those ordinary qualities had to be set serious handicaps. He was 
a poor lawyer’s clerk in London, an awkward provincial, so shy that he 
stuttered. He was uncultivated, knew nothing of life or books, and was 
unaware of having anything vital to say. Finally, he lacked any over- 
whelming urge to write. And yet today he certainly has succeeded 
beyond the wildest dreams of optimistic youth. How on earth, one 
asks, did he do it? The answer is in the copybook maxims: he was 
patient and he was industrious. 

Just that. For a time once he had run a column in a county newspaper, 
and he had sold one article and one short story. That was why he 
chose writing for his career. But when he tried to sell a second article 
or a second story, he failed. Somewhere something was wrong. Yet he 
did not despair. Instead he set himself to remedy the defect. He gave 
up his job as a lawyer’s clerk and became the assistant editor of a little 
London weekly called Woman. The salary was only three-quarters of 
what he had been getting, but the new post left him free for half the 
week. In that spare time he read systematically and practiced inces- 
santly with his pen. After each visit to a theater, he came home and 
wrote a dramatic criticism, not for publication, but for experience. Each 
time he read a book, he wrote out a note of what had most interested 
him in it. He taught himself French and studied the technique of 
French literature. 

In a few years he succeeded to the full editorship of Woman, and, as 
editor, bought serials for the paper from an agent who called at the 
office. One day a thought flashed upon him. What this agent sold he 
himself had to buy. Why should the editor not sell to the agent a 
serial of his own? Forthwith he wrote one and the agent took it. In 
1898 it came out in bock form, entitled A Man from the North. Mr. 
Bennett had become an author. But he was not satisfied: greatness yet 
remained to be achieved, and there was no remission of either the pa- 
tience or the industry. 

Soon serials and book-reviewing gave him a livelihood. He was able 
to abandon editing and give all his time to writing. But he did not 
assume independence carelessly: every moment of the future he had 
planned elaborately. So much time was to be devoted to reading, so 
much to writing, so much to pleasure. He was going to write serials and 
book-reviews for bread and butter, and serious novels for reputation. 
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And as he planned, so did he do. He did not just make out a time- 
table: he followed it closely. There lies the secret of his success. 

During 1908, in a house on the edge of the lovely Forest of Fon- 
tainebleau, he penned the greatest of his novels, The Old Wives’ Tale. 
When it was finished, he feared that the public might not recognize how 
good it was. But the public did not fail him: throughout the English- 
speaking world Arnold Bennett was proclaimed to be a great man. 
Even then, though, he did not rest. He next tried plays, and two of 
his plays, Milestones (written in collaboration) and The Great Ad- 
venture, each brought him a small fortune. He tried painting, but that 
was purely for pleasure. You could not buy a Bennett water-color if 
you tried ever so hard. And still he continued to be an industrious 
writer of novels, essays, short stories, and articles. Today he has more 
than sixty volumes to his credit. 

From the outset the methods which he devised to become cultured 
and to write delighted him, and he could not resist making little books 
about them. Every one of these small volumes repays reading, for they 
are compounded of sound common sense. The following essay is from 
one of them. 


Translating Literature Into Life * 


Lo, a parable! A certain man, having bought a large, elabo- 
rate, and complete manual of carpentry, studied it daily with 
much diligence and regularity. Now there were no cupboards 
in his house; his dining-table consisted of an arrangement of 
orange boxes, and he had scarcely a chair that was not a 
menace to the existence of the person who sat upon it. When 
asked why he did not set to work, and, by applying the prin- 
ciples of the manual, endeavor to improve the conditions of his 
life and of the lives of his wife and children, he replied that 
he was a student, and he plunged more deeply than ever into 
the manual of carpentry. His friends at length definitely came 
to the conclusion that though he was an industrious student, he 
was also a hopeless fool. 

By which I wish to indicate that there is no virtue in study 
by itself. Study is not an end, but a means. I should blush 
to write down such a platitude, did I not know by experience 
that the majority of readers constantly ignore it. The man who 
pores over a manual of carpentry and does naught with it is a 
fool. But every book is a manual of carpentry, and every man 
who pores over any book whatever and does naught else with it 
is — deserving of an abusive epithet. What is the object of 
reading unless something definite comes of it? You would be 


* Copyright, 1921, by George H. Doran Company. 


Translating Literature into Life 227 


better advised to play billiards. Where is the sense of reading 
history unless you obtain from it a clearer insight into actual 
politics and render yourself less liable to be duped by the 
rhetoric of party propaganda? Where is the sense of reading 
morals unless your own are improved? Where is the sense of 
reading biography unless it is going to affect what people will 
say about you after your funeral? Where is the sense of read- 
ing poetry or fiction unless you see more beauty, more passion, 
more scope for your sympathy, than you saw before? 

If you boldly answer: “I only read for pleasure,” then I 
retort that the man who drinks whisky might with force say: 
“T only drink whisky for pleasure.” And I respectfully re- 
quest you not to plume yourself on your reading, nor expect to 
acquire merit thereby. 

But should you answer: “TI do try to translate literature into 
life,” then I will ask you to take-down any book at random 
from your shelves and conduct in your own mind an honest 
inquiry as to what has been the effect of that particular book 
on your actual living. If you can put your hand on any subse- 
quent period, or fractional moment, of your life and say: “I 
acted more wisely then, I wasn’t such a dupe then, I perceived 
more clearly then, I felt more deeply then, I saw more beauty 
then, I was kinder then, I was more joyous then, I was happier 
then, than I should have been if I had not read that book ” — 
if you can honestly say this, then your reading of that book has 
not been utterly futile. But if you cannot say this, then the 
chances are that you have been studying a manual of carpentry 
while continuing to sit on a three-legged chair and to dine off 
an orange box. 

You say: “I know all that. But it is not so easy to translate 
literature into life.’ When I think of the time I have wasted 
in reading masterpieces, I stand aghast. 

The explanation is simple. Idleness, intellectual sloth, is the 
explanation. Self-conceit is the explanation. If you were in- 
vited to meet a great writer, you would brace yourself to the 
occasion. You would say to yourself: “I must keep my ears 
open, and my brain wide-awake, so as to miss nothing.” You 
would tingle with your own bracing of yourself. But you — 
I mean “ we ” —will sit down to a great book as though we 
were sitting down to a ham sandwich. No sense of personal 
inferiority in us? No mood to resolve! No “tuning up” of 
the intellectual apparatus! But just a casual, easy air, as if 
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saying to the book: “ Well, come along, let’s have a look at 
oul? 

7 What is the matter with our reading is casualness, languor, 
preoccupation. We don’t give the book a chance. We don’t 
put ourselves at the disposal of the book. It is impossible to 
read properly without using all one’s engine-power. If we are 
not tired after reading, common sense is not in us. How should 
one grapple with a superior and not be out of breath? 

But even if we read with the whole force of our brain, and 
do nothing else, common sense is still not in us, while sublime 
conceit is. For we are assuming that, without further trouble, - 
we can possess, codrdinate, and assimilate all the ideas and 
sensations rapidly offered to us by a mind greater than our own. 
The assumption has only to be stated in order to appear in its 
monstrous absurdity. Hence it follows that something remains 
to be done. This something is the act of reflection. Reading 
without subsequent reflection is ridiculous; it is equally a 
proof of folly and of vanity. 

Further, it is a sign of undue self-esteem to suppose that we 
can grasp the full import of an author’s message at a single 
reading. I would not say that every book worth reading once 
is worth reading twice. But I would say that no book of great 
and established reputation is read till it is read at least twice. 
You can easily test the truth of this by reading again any clas- 
sic; assuredly you will discover in it excellencies which had 
previously escaped you. 

To resume and finish: Open a great book in the braced spirit 
with which you would listen to a great man. Read with the 
whole of your brain and soul. Tire yourself (would you not 
tire yourself at tennis?). Reflect. After an interval, read 
again. By this process, and by no other, will a book enter into 
you, become a part of you, and reappear in your life. 

I have been consulted about the practice of making notes. 
Well, I do not care to offer counsels of perfection. My advice 
is simply to keep a pencil handy and to write down on a small 
sheet of paper (or in the inside back-cover if the book belongs 
to you) the number of the page on which anything has struck 
you, together with the merest hint, in half a dozen words, of 
what it was. If you do this, by the time you have finished the 
book, you will have automatically constructed a table and 
page-index of its salient points. It is well, of course, to write 
on the papers the title and author of the work, the name of the 
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edition, and the date of perusal. A collection of these small 
sheets of paper would constitute a souvenir of one’s reading. 
At the end of each year one might advantageously spend a 
few shillings in having the year’s harvest bound. Say you have 
read a hundred books. A hundred uniform leaves would make 
a respectable volume, whose interest and utility I need not 
insist upon. A row of such volumes would really amount to 
the secret history of one’s life. 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


t. What is the central theme of the essay? What is the author’s pur- 
pose in writing it? 

2. What makes a good reader? Decide what type of reader you are 
after studying the essay. 

3. What should follow the reading of a book? 

4. Name some books you consider worth a second reading. 

5s. Compare Bacon’s “On Studies” and Ruskin’s Sesame and Lilies 
with this. 

6. What is your system for careful reading? Compare yours with 
Bennett’s. 

7. Do you read for pleasure? Justify the practice. 

8. Name some books which you have “ translated into life.” 

9. “But you—-I mean ‘we’—vwill sit down to a great book as 
though we were sitting down to a ham sandwich.” Discuss. 


SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


oom barapie.: 

. Books I Have Reread. 

. How to Get the Most from a Book. 
How I Translate Literature into Life. 
. Mental Laziness. 

Books Which Have Influenced Me. 

. My Changing Literary Tastes. 
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E. V. LUCAS 


Mr. Epwarp VERRALL Lucas (b. 1868) may be considered to have 
climbed the whole gamut of the bookselling business since he began as 
an assistant in a bookshop at Brighton, on the South Coast of England, 
and today is head of the eminent English publishing firm of Methuen 
and Company. But as he is the son of an architect of Hove, the town 
which lies cheek by jowl with Brighton, he probably started upon his 
career better equipped than most young clerks in bookstores. Neverthe- 
less the climb is a notable achievement, all the more remarkable as it 
has not been done on orthodox lines. For when Mr. Lucas left the 
Brighton bookshop, he did not go to another. He went up to London 
and became a free-lance newspaper man. He sent in paragraphs to the 
Globe, a distinctive evening paper, now, alas! dead, and in an emergency 
was taken on the regular staff. Then he evolved the “ turnover” articles 
which most readers of the paper always scanned first. The articles were 
called “turnovers ” because they began on the last column of the front 
page and turned over to the second. They were 1,200 words long, and 
as Mr. Lucas and a colleague found the first six hundred words invari- 
ably easy, but the second six hundred always difficult, they came to 
finish each other’s turnovers. By the time he left the Globe Mr. Lucas 
was on his feet as a literary man. His first book was The Hambledon 
Men, being a new edition of John Nyrins’ Young Cricketer’s Tutor. 
Since then he has produced nearly sixty volumes, and yet not devoted 
his whole time to writing, inasmuch as most of the while he has been a 
publisher’s adviser. 

He has written ten novels, thirteen volumes of essays, eight books for 
children, five books of biography, and seven books of travel. He has 
compiled eight anthologies, made four collections of selected writings, 
put forth two edited works. His most scholarly book, according to 
Mr. Grant Overton, is The Life of Charles Lamb. The most popular 
must be A Wanderer in London. 

The Wanderer series, as the travel books are called, are a special 
creation of his own. He calls them “ humanized guide books.” There 
are volumes devoted to Holland, London, Paris, Florence, and Venice. 
A Wanderer Among Pictures records an informative and entertaining 
tour of the European art galleries. At the time these words are being 
wees Mr. Lucas is gathering on the spot material for A Wanderer in 

ome. 


Possessions * 


SOME one has offered me a very remarkable and beautiful and 
valuable gift — and I don’t know what to do. A few years ago 
I should have accepted it with rapture. Today I hesitate, be- 
cause the older one grows the less does one wish to accumulate 
possessions. 
* Copyright, 1920, by George H. Doran Company. 
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It is said that the reason why Jews so often become fish- 
mongers and fruiterers and dealers in precious stones is because 
in every child of Israel there is a subconscious conviction that 
at any moment he may be called upon to return to his country, 
and naturally wishing to lose as little as possible by a sudden 
departure he chooses to traffic either in a stock which he can 
carry on his person, such as diamonds, or in one which, being 
perishable and renewable day by day, such as fruit and fish, 
can be abandoned at any moment with almost no loss at all. 
Similarly the Jews are said to favor such household things as 
can be easily removed: rugs, for example, rather than carpets. 
I have not, so far as I know, any Jewish blood, but in the few 
years that are left me I too want to be ready to obey the im- 
pulse towards whatever Jerusalem I hear calling me, even 
should it be the platonically loved city itself, although that is 
unlikely. Without possessions one would be the readier also 
for the longer last journey. Naked we come into this world 
and naked we should go. Nor should we wilfully add to the 
difficulties of leaving it. 

I was lately led by its owner, rebuilder, and renovator through 
the rooms and gardens of a Tudor house which, with infinite 
thought and discretion, has been reclaimed from decay and 
made modernly debonair. At every step, indoors and out, was 
something charming or adequate, whether furniture or porce- 
lain, whether flower or shrub. Within were long cool passages 
where through the diamond panes sunlight splashed on the 
white walls, and bedrooms of the gayest daintiness; without 
were lawns, and vistas, and arrangements of the loveliest colors. 
“‘ Well,” my hostess asked me, “‘ what do you think of it all? ” 
I thought many things, but the one which was uppermost was 
this: ‘‘ You are making it very hard to die.” 

I had a grandfather who, after he had reached a certain age, 
used birthdays as occasions on which to give away rather than 
receive presents; and I am sure he was right. But I would 
go beyond that. The presents which he distributed were 
bought for the purpose. I would fix a period in life when the 
wise man should begin to unload his acquisitions — accumu- 
lating only up to that point and then dispersing among the 
young. Ah! but you say, why be so illogical? If possessions 
are undesirable, are they not undesirable also for the young? 
Well, there are answers to that. For one thing, who said any- 
thing about being logical? And then, are we not all different? 
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Because I choose to cease accumulating, that is no reason why 
others, who like to increase their possessions, should cease 
also. "And again, even I, with all my talk of renunciation, 
have not suggested that it should begin till a middling period 
has been reached; and I am for circulating objets dart, too. 
I should like a continual progression of pictures and ‘other 
beautiful things throughout the kingdom, so that the great 
towns could have the chance of seeing the best as well as 
London. 

So far am I from withholding possessions from others, that 
as I walked down Bond Street the other day and paused at 
this window and that, filled with exquisite jewels and enameled 
boxes and other voluptuous trifles, I thought how delightful it 
would be to be rich enough to buy them all — not to own them, 
but to give them away. To women for choice; to one woman 
for choice. And a letter which I remember receiving from 
France during the War had some bearing upon this aspect of 
the case, for it mentioned a variety of possessions which carried 
with them, in the trenches, extraordinary and constant pleasure 
and consolation. The writer was a lady who worked at a 
canteen in the big Paris terminus for the front, and she said 
that the soldiers returning from their leave often displayed to 
her the mascots and other treasures which comforted them in 
their vigils, and with which they were always well supplied. 
Sometimes these possessions were living creatures. One soldier 
had produced from a basket a small fox which he had found 
and brought up, and which this lady fed with bread and milk 
while its owner ate his soup. Another had a starling. A 
third took out of his pocket a venerable handkerchief, which, 
on being unrolled, revealed the person of Marguerite — a mag- 
pie whom he adored, and who apparently adored him. They 
were inseparable. Marguerite had accompanied him into ac- 
tion and while he was on permission, and she was now cheering 
him on his return to the danger zone. She was placed on the 
table, where she immediately fell asleep; at the end of the 
meal the poor fellow rolled her again in the handkerchief, 
popped her in his pocket, and ran for his tragic train. But 
for the companionship of Marguerite his heart would have been 
far heavier; and she was thus a possession worth having. 
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QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. Does Mr. Lucas take the ordinary view of possessions? Discuss 
his hesitancy to accumulate treasures. Are his reasons sensible? 

2. What do you think of the use of birthdays to give away presents 
rather than to receive them? 

3. Name some of the most precious possessions of your childhood 
days. What do you value highly today? Does its intrinsic value decide 
the worth of a possession? Illustrate. 


SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


1. My Most Valued Possession. 
2. Things I Can Do Without. 
3. Mascots and Treasures. 


‘ 


Telephonics * 
By E. V. Lucas 


Arter fighting against bondage for years I am now a slave: I 
have a telephone. 

Although the advantages are many, it means that I have lost 
the purest and rarest of life’s pleasures — which was to ring 
up from a three-pence-in-the-slot call-office (as I continually 
had to do) and not be asked for the money. This, in many 
years, has happened to me twice; and only last week I met a 
very rich man who is normally of a gloomy cast, across whose 
features played a smile brilliant with triumph, for it also had 
just happened to him. 

On the other hand, through having a telephone of my own 
I now escape one of the commonest and most tiresome of life’s 
irritations — which is to wait outside one of these call-offices 
while the person inside is carrying on a conversation that is 
not only unnecessary and frivolous, but unending. In London 
these offices are used both by men and women; but in the 
suburbs by women only, who may be thought to be romantically 
engaged but really are reminding their husbands not to forget 
the fish. The possession of a telephone of one’s own, however, 
does not, in an imperfect world, put an end to the ordeal of 
waiting. If ever a fairy godmother appeared to me (but after 
all these years of postponement I can hardly hope for her) with 
the usual offer of a granted wish, I should think long before I 
hit upon anything better to ask for than the restoration of all 
the time I had spent with my own telephone at my ear waiting 
to be answered. The ordinary delays can be long enough, but 
for true foretastes of eternity you must sit at the instrument 
while some one is being fetched from a distant part of the 
building. This is a foretaste not only of eternity but of perdi- 
tion, for there is nothing to do; and to have nothing to do is 
to be damned. If you had a book by you, you could not read 
it, for your thoughts are not free to wander; all that you are 
mentally capable of is to speculate on the progress of the mes- 
senger to the person who is wanted, upstairs or down, the 
present occupation of the person who is wanted, and the prob- 
able stages of his journey to the receiver. In this employment, 
minutes, hours, days, weeks even, seem to drag their reluctant 
length along. 

* Copyright, 1920, by George H Doran Company. 
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You can imagine also the attitude of the person who is sent 
for. For the telephone, common as it now is, is still associated 
with ceremonial. At any rate, I notice that men called to it by 
page boys in restaurants and hotels have a special gait of im- 
portance proper:to the occasion. 

The possession of a telephone no doubt now and then simpli- 
fies life; but its complications are too many, even if you adopt 
the sound rule to be more rung against than ringing. One of 
them is the perplexity incident to delays and misunderstand- 
ings, and, above all, as to the constitution of Exchanges. We 
all, I suppose, have our own idea as to what they are like; 
there must at one time or other have been photographs in the 
more informing of the magazines; but I missed them, and, 
therefore, decline on a vague vision of machinery and wire- 
eared ladies. A friend is more definite: “ A large building,” he 
describes it, “like Olympia, the roof lost in darkness, and 
pallid women moving about, spinning tops and blowing penny 
trumpets.” To me, as I have suggested, there is more of Tar- 
tarus than Olympus about it. A sufficient hell, indeed, for any 
misspent life, to be continually calling up numbers, and con- 
tinually being met with the saddest words that are known to 
men: “ Number engaged.” 

I want to understand the whole telephone system. I want 
to know how the operators all get to speak exactly alike. 
Women can be very imitative, I am aware: the chorus girl’s 
transition from Brixton to the Savoy restaurant can be as 
natural as the passage of dusk to dawn, and a change of accent 
is usually a part of it; but it is astonishing how the operators 
of the different Exchanges resemble each other. They cannot 
all be one and the same. Miraculous as is everything connected 
with the telephone — talking quietly over wires that thread the 
earth beneath the busiest and noisiest of pavements in the 
world is sufficicntly magical —it would be a shade too mar- 
velous for one operator to be everywhere at once. Therefore, 
there must be many. Is there, then, a school of elocution, 
where instruction in the most refined form of speech ever 
known is imparted, together with lessons in the trilling of the 
letter R? Why should they all say “ No replay,” when they 
mean “ No reply ” ? And how do they talk at home? It must 
be terrible for their relations if they don’t come down a peg 
er two there. The joy with which we recognize a male voice 
at the Exchange is another proof that woman does not really 
represent the gentler sex. 
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But these are by no means all the mysteries as to which I 
crave enlightenment. I want to know how the odd and alarm- 
ing noises are made. There is a tapping, as of a woodpecker 
with delirium tremens, which at once stuns and electrifies the 
ear. How do they do that, and do they know what its effect 
is? And why does one sometimes hear other conversations 
over other wires, and sometimes not? Rarely are they inter- 
esting; but now and then. ... My pen falters as I record 
the humiliating want of perspicacity — the tragic inability to 
recognize a tip — which befell me on the morning of June 4th, 
1919 —in other words, on Derby Day: the day when the art 
or science of vaticination experienced in England its darkest 
hour, for every prophet selected The Panther. To my annoy- 
ance I had to listen to a long conversation between what seemed 
to be a bookmaker and his client with regard to money to be 
placed on Grand Parade. This at the time only irritated me, 
but afterwards, when Grand Parade had won at 33 to 1, and I 
recognized the interruption as an effort of the gods on my be- 
half (had I but ears to hear), how against my folly did I rail! 

Telephony, it is clear, both from one’s own experience and 
from reading the letters in the papers, is not yet an exact sci- 
ence. Not, that is, in real life; although on the stage and in 
American detective novels it seems to be perfect. The actor 
lifts the receiver, mentions the number, and begins instantly 
to talk. If he is on the film his lips move like burning rubber 
and his mouth becomes a shifting cavern. Do the rank and 
file of us, I wonder, when telephoning, thus grimace? I must 
fix up a mirror and see. 

There are many good telephone stories. The best that I 
know is told of a journalist with a somewhat hypertrophied 
bump of reverence for worldly success, whose employer is a 
peer. We will call the employer Lord Forthestait and the 
journalist Mr. Blank. A number of the staff were talking to- 
gether, in one of the rooms of the newspaper, when the tele- 
phone rang. 

“‘ Yow’re wanted at the ’phone, Mr. Blank,” said the clerk. 

Blank, who was just going out to lunch, came back impa- 
tiently and snatched at the instrument. 

“Yes, what is it? ” he snapped out. 

“Ts that Blank? ” came back the reply. “ Lord Forthestait 
speaking.” | 

“Yes, my lord,’ said Blank, with the meekest deference, 
removing his hat. 
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QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. How may one be a “slave to a telephone” ? What are the ad- 
vantages and the irritations connected with a telephone? 

2. Where does the author come within your experience in his discus- 
sion of telephones? Point out passages which reveal that the author is 
an Englishman. 

3. Discuss the perplexities concerning telephones which the author 
wishes to have made clear. 

4. Describe a visit to a telephone exchange. 

5. Read in Arnold Bennett’s Your United States his discussion of 
the telephone as he observed it in America. In what ways it is superior 
to the telephone in England? 


SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. Slaves to the Telephone. 

. The Assistance of One’s Family in Telephoning. 
. “Wrong Number.” 

Things Heard over Crossed Wires. 

. Personality in Voices Heard over the Telephone. 
. Minor Frictions in Telephoning. 

. “The Line is Busy.” 

. “More Rung Against than Ringing.” 


Cony an w NOH 


ELBERT HUBBARD 


“A Messacr To Garcia” was written in an hour. Its author was proud 
of the fact. It was a job done well and expeditiously. It is, further, an 
essay about doing all jobs well and expeditiously. Nobody of course 
can cavil at the sentiments it expresses. Jobs should be done well and 
expeditiously. Nevertheless Elbert Hubbard (1856-1915), the author, 
was a man with a bee in his bonnet. Unlike Thoreau, who has already _ 
been discussed, the man who considered that nearly all work was a mis- 
take, Hubbard believed that nearly all idleness was a mistake. He was 
a glutton for work, not only for himself, but for others. He pushed his 
beliefs a long way: he held, not only that a man should work hard at 
what he liked doing, but also that a man should do everything he needed 
himself. In 1892 he had visited England and met William Morris, the 
English poet, painter, and prose writer, who advocated the revival of 
craftsmanship and gave the example by becoming a craftsman himself. 
Hubbard became a disciple of Morris, and founded at East Aurora, in 
New York, the Utopian village of Roycroft, named after another Morris 
disciple, the English painter, Thomas Roycroft. He ran a hand press 
there and made the shops attractive, took in ex-convicts, and let every- 
one choose or change his occupation. Roycroft still exists, but the 
ee cities, towns, and villages of the United States have not grown 
ike it. 

Hubbard acquired his appetite for work in youth. He was born in 
Tilinois and spent there a semi-pioneer-like childhood. He learned to 
break in a horse, to sow, plow, and reap. But he didn’t like farm 
work, and peddled soap in Chicago instead. By the age of twenty-four 
he had become manager of a soap factory. Twelve years later he sold 
out his share in the business for $75,000. Later he reared trotting horses. 
He was drowned in the Lusitania, the lmer which the Germans tor- 
pedoed off the coast of Ireland in 1or15. 


A Message To Garcia 


In all this Cuban business there is one man stands out on the 
horizon of my memory like Mars at perihelion. 

When war broke out between Spain and the United States, 
it was very necessary to communicate quickly with the leader 
of the Insurgents. Garcia was somewhere in the mountain 
fastnesses of Cuba—no one knew where. No mail or tele- 
graph message could reach him. The President must secure 
his codperation, and quickly. 

What to do! 
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Someone said to the President, “‘ There is a fellow by the 
hame of Rowan will find Garcia for you, if anybody can.” 

Rowan was sent for and given a letter to be delivered to 
Garcia. How the “ fellow by the name of Rowan” took the 
letter, sealed it up in an oilskin pouch, strapped it over his 
heart, in four days landed by night off the coast of Cuba from 
an open boat, disappeared into the jungle, and in three weeks 
came out on the other side of the Island, having traversed a 
hostile country on foot, and delivered his letter to Garcia — are 
things I have no special desire now to tell in detail. The point 
that I wish to make is this: McKinley gave Rowan a letter to 
be delivered to Garcia; Rowan took the letter and did not ask, 
“ Where is he at?” 

By the Eternal! there is a man whose form should be cast 
in deathless bronze and the statue placed in every college of 
the land. It is not book-learning young men need, nor instruc- 
tion about this and that, but a stiffening of the vertebrae which 
will cause them to be loyal to a trust, to act promptly, concen- 
trate their energies: do the thing —‘‘ Carry a message to 
Garcia.” 

General Garcia is dead now, but there are other Garcias. 
No man who has endeavored to carry out an enterprise where 
many hands were needed, but has been well-nigh appalled at 
times by the imbecility of the average man —the inability or 
unwillingness to concentrate on a thing and do it. 

Slipshod assistance, foolish inattention, dowdy indifference, 
and half-hearted work seem the rule; and no man succeeds, 
unless by hook or crook or threat he forces or bribes other men 
to assist him; or mayhap, God in His goodness performs a 
miracle, and sends him an Angel of Light for an assistant. 

You, reader, put this matter to a test: You are sitting now 
in your office — six clerks are within call. Summon any one 
and make this request: “ Please look in the encyclopedia and 
make a brief memorandum for me concerning the life of Cor- 
reggio.” Will the clerk quietly say, ‘“‘ Yes, sir,” and go do the 
task? 

On your life he will not. He will look at you out of a fishy 
eye and ask one or more of the following questions: 

Who was he? 

Which encyclopedia? 

Where is the encyclopedia? 

Was I hired for that? 
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Don’t you mean Bismarck? 

What’s the matter with Charlie doing it? 

Is he dead? 

Is there any hurry? 

Sha’n’t I bring you the book and let you look it up yourself? 

What do you want to know for? 

And I will lay you ten to one that after you have answered 
the questions, and explained how to find the information, and 
why you want it, the clerk will go off and get one of the other 
clerks to help him try to find Garcia — and then come back 
and tell you there is no such man. Of course I may lose my 
bet, but according to the Law of Average I will not. Now, if 
you are wise, you will not bother to explain to your “as- 
sistant ” that Correggio is indexed under the C’s, not in the 
K’s, but you will smile very sweetly and say, “‘ Never mind,” 
and go look it up yourself. And this incapacity for inde- 
pendent action, this moral stupidity, this infirmity of the 
will, this unwillingness to cheerfully catch hold and lift — these 
are the things that put pure Socialism so far into the future. 
If men will not act for themselves, what will they do when the 
benefit of their effort is for all? 

A first mate with knotted club seems necessary; and the 
dread of getting “ the bounce” Saturday night holds many a 
worker to his place. Advertise for a stenographer, and nine 
out of ten who apply can neither spell nor punctuate — and do 
not think it necessary to. 

Can such a one write a letter to Garcia? 

“You see that bookkeeper,” said the foreman to me in a 
large factory. 

“Yes; what about him? ” 

“Well, he’s a fine accountant, but if I’d send him up town 
on an errand, he might accomplish the errand all right, and on 
the other hand, might stop at four saloons on the way, and 
when he got to Main Street would forget what he had been 
sent for.” 

Can such a man be entrusted to carry a message to Garcia? 

We have recently been hearing much maudlin sympathy ex- 
pressed for the “ downtrodden denizens of the sweatshop” and 
the “homeless wanderer searching for honest employment,” 
and with it all often go many hard words for the men in power. 

; Nothing is said about the employer who grows old before his 
time in a vain attempt to get frowsy ne’er-do-wells to do 
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intelligent work; and his long, patient striving after “ help ” 
that does nothing but loaf when his back is turned. In every 
store and factory there is a constant weeding-out process going 
on. The employer is constantly sending away “help” that 
have shown their incapacity to further the interests of the busi- 
ness, and others are being taken on. No matter how good 
times are, this sorting continues: only, if times are hard and 
work is scarce, the sorting is done finer — but out and forever 
out the incompetent and unworthy go. It is the survival of 
the fittest. Self-interest prompts every employer to keep the 
best — those who can carry a message to Garcia. 

I know one man of really brilliant parts who has not the 
ability to manage a business of his own, and yet who is abso- 
lutely worthless to any one else, because he carries with him 
constantly the insane suspicion that his employer is oppressing, 
or intending to oppress, him. He cannot give orders, and he 
will not receive them. Should a message be given him to take 
to Garcia, his answer would probably be, “‘ Take it yourself! ” 

Tonight this man walks the streets looking for work, the 
wind whistling through his threadbare coat. No one who 
knows him dare employ him, for he is a regular firebrand of 
discontent. He is impervious to reason, and the only thing 
that can impress him is the toe of a thick-soled Number Nine 
boot. 

Of course I know that one so morally deformed is no less to 
be pitied than a physical cripple; but in our pitying let us 
drop a tear, too, for the men who are striving to carry on a 
great enterprise, whose working hours are not limited by the 
whistle, and whose hair is fast turning white through the strug- 
gle to hold in line dowdy indifference, slipshod imbecility, and 
the heartless ingratitude which, but for their enterprise, would 
be both hungry and homeless. 

Have I put the matter too strongly? Possibly I have; but 
when all the world has gone a-slumming I wish to speak a 
word of sympathy for the man who succeeds — the man who, 
against great odds, has directed the efforts of others, and hav- 
ing succeeded, finds there’s nothing in it: nothing but bare 
board and clothes. I have carried a dinner-pail and worked 
for day’s wages, and I have also been an employer of labor, 
and I know there is something to be said on both sides. There 
is no excellence, per se, in poverty; rags are no recommenda- 
tion; and all employers are not rapacious and high-handed, 
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any more than all poor men are virtuous. My heart goes out 
to the man who does his work when the “‘ boss” is away, as 
well as when he is at home. And the man who, when given a 
letter for Garcia, quietly takes the missive, without asking any 
idiotic questions, and with no lurking intention of chucking 
it into the nearest sewer, or of doing aught else but deliver it, 
never gets “ laid off,” nor has to go on a strike for higher wages. 
Civilization is one long, anxious search for just such individuals. 
Anything such a man asks shall be granted. He is wanted in 
every city, town and village —in every office, shop, store and 
factory. The world cries out for such; he is needed and 
needed badly—the man who can “Carry a Message to 
Garcia.” 
QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 

1. This “literary trifle” was written in a single hour, states the 
author in his Apologia. Point out places which reveal intensity of 
thought. 

2. What is the central thought of the essay? 

3. In 1913, over forty million copies of “A Message to Garcia” had 
been printed. Explain the popularity of the “literary trifle.” 

4. If you were a director of railways or a general of an army, why 
would you wish all men under you to read this essay? 

5. What essential qualities do many workers lack? What qualities 
are essential for the good worker? 

6. What is your school doing to develop men and women who can 
carry a “ message to Garcia ’’? 


SUBJ ECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


1. A Garcia of My Acquaintance. 

2. “Was I Hired for That? ” 

3. “ When the Cat’s Away.” 

4. Loyal to a Trust. 

5. Does School Train for Later Responsibilities? 


JOSEPH CONRAD 


ImacinE that America had no seaboard and no ships, and that as you 
grew up you had a longing to become a sailor. That this longing 
became so strong that when you reached manhood you left America and 
went away to France, and became an apprentice in a French ship, 
taught yourself the French language, took your successive examinations 
in French, and became the captain of a French ship. That, after sail- 
ing the seas for twenty years, you retired on land in France, though still 
visiting America from time to time, and began to write tales in this 
French which you had acquired instead of in your own more familiar 
tongue. 

Well, that was what Joseph Conrad (1857-1924), one of the greatest 
of modern novelists, did. Only, of course, he was not an American, for 
in America there is no difficulty about going to sea. He was a Pole, 
and, as Poland has no seaboard, he became an English sailor. His real 
names were Teodor Josef Konrad Korzeniowski. The district of Poland 
in which he was born was then an inland province of Russia. He grew 
up speaking Polish and Russian, and of course, like all educated Russians, 
French, but no English. As a child, though, he had the irresistible 
yearning to be a sailor. He had heard that English seamen and English 
ships were the best in the world, and so he decided that he would become 
an English sailor. At the price of great determination and much hard- 
ship he succeeded. In the silent watches of the night, as the ship, with 
her great spread of creaking and flapping canvas, swung under the 
stars— for he passed all his early years at sea in sailing vessels — the 
Polish apprentice taught himself both English and navigation. He be- 
came a captain and cruised in the China seas, in the Indian Ocean, in 
the West Indies, all over the world. One year he might he in the Malay 
Straits. At another time he had charge of a steamer which went up 
from the English Channel to the French river port of Rouen, which 
he must have found a curious contrast. 

It was on board this latter steamer that he completed the MS. of a 
novel over which he had lavished the care of years. A novel in Eng- 
lish — that alien language he had picked up in order to pass his exami- 
nations and gain command of a ship. He was nearly forty by now, and 
his health compelled him to take a holiday from the sea. He submitted 
the MS. to a London publisher, with the private determination never 
to write any more if it should be rejected. Fortunately for the world 
it was accepted, and the publisher’s reader, Mr. Edward Garnett (who 
became his close friend), said to him: “ Why not try another?” The 
same evening Conrad went home and began his second novel. Thus he 
abandoned seafaring and settled down in a little farmhouse among the 
hop-fields of the Garden of England (as the county of Kent, south-east 
of London, is well described), all his time devoted to writing. 

It turned out, not only that he could write English, but that he 
could write it supremely well. The critics all praised his books, and 
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the leading English novelists acclaimed him as a master. But the 
public was slow to recognize him, his books did not sell, and Conrad, 
when over fifty, and with a wife and children to support, was enduring 
years of poverty on land after braving for so long the perils of the sea. 
Then, in 1913, appeared his novel Chance. And chance smiled on him. 
People talked about the book, recommended it one to another, and soon 
the whole public of England and America was reading it. Conrad at 
last had come into his own. ‘Thereafter all his books were in demand, 
all the new ones and those he had written in the long, lean years of his 
comparative obscurity. 

In addition to his novels there are two volumes of his reminiscences. 
It is from one of these, The Mirror of the Sea, that the following 
essay is taken. 


Landfalls and Departures * 


And shippes by the brinke comen and gon, 
And in swich forme endure a day or two. 
—The Frankeleyns Tale. 


I 


LANDFALL and Departure mark the rhythmical swing of a sea- 
man’s life and of a ship’s career. From land to land is the 
most concise definition of a ship’s earthly fate. 

A “ Departure ” is not what a vain people of landsmen may 
think. The term “ Landfall” is more easily understood; you 
fall in with the land, and it is a matter of a quick eye and of a 
clear atmosphere. The Departure is not the ship’s going away 
from her port any more than the Landfall can be looked upon 
as the synonym of arrival. But there is this difference in the 
Departure: that the term does not imply so much a sea event 
as a definite act entailing a process — the precise observation 
of certain landmarks by means of the compass card. 

Your Landfall, be it a peculiarly shaped mountain, a rocky 
headland, or a stretch of sand-dunes, you meet at first with a 
single glance. Further recognition will follow in due course; 
but essentially a Landfall, good or bad, is made and done with 
at the first cry of “ Land ho! ” The Departure is distinctly a 
ceremony of navigation. A ship may have left her port some 
time before; she may have been at sea, in the fullest sense of 
the phrase, for days; but, for all that, as long as the coast she 
was about to leave remained in sight, a southern-going ship of 
yesterday had not in the sailor’s sense begun the enterprise of 
a passage. 

* Copyright by Doubleday, Page and Company. 
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The taking of Departure, if not the last sight of the land, is, 
perhaps, the last professional recognition of the land on the 
part of a sailor. It is the technical, as distinguished from the 
sentimental, ‘‘ good-bye.” Henceforth he has done with the 
coast astern of his ship. It is a matter personal to the man. 
It is not the ship that takes her Departure; the seaman takes 
his Departure by means of cross-bearings which fix the place 
of the first tiny pencil-cross on the white expanse of the track- 
chart, where the ship’s position at noon shall be marked by 
just such another tiny pencil-cross for every day of her passage. 
And there may be sixty, eighty, any number of these crosses on 
the ship’s track from land to land. The greatest number in 
my experience was a hundred and thirty of such crosses from 
the pilot station at the Sand Heads in the Bay of Bengal to the 
Scilly’s light. A bad passage... . 

A Departure, the last professional sight of land, is always 
good, or at least good enough. For even, if the weather is 
thick, it does not matter much to a ship having all the open 
sea before her bows. A Landfall may be good or bad. You 
encompass the earth with one particular spot of it in your eye. 
In all the devious tracings the course of a sailing-ship leaves 
upon the white paper of a chart she is always aiming for that 
one little spot — maybe a small island in the ocean, a single 
headland upon the long coast of a continent, a light-house on a 
bluff, or simply the peaked form of a mountain like an ant heap 
afloat upon the waters. But if you have sighted it on the 
expected bearing, then that Landfall is good. Fogs, snow- 
storms, gales thick with clouds and rain—those are the 
enemies of good Landfalls. 


II 


Some commanders of ships take their Departure from the 
home coast sadly, in a spirit of grief and discontent. They 
have a wife, children perhaps, some affection at any rate, or 
perhaps only some pet vice; they must be left behind for a 
year or more. I remember only one man who walked his deck 
with a springy step, and gave the first course of the passage in 
an elated voice. But he, as I learned afterwards, was leaving 
nothing behind him, except a welter of debts and threats of 
legal proceedings. 

On the other hand, I have known many captains who, 
directly their ship had left the narrow waters of the Channel, 
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would disappear from the sight of their ship’s company alto- 
gether for some three days or more. They would take a long 
dive, as it were, into their state-room, only to emerge a few 
days afterwards with a more or less serene brow. Those were 
the men easy to get on with. Besides, such a complete retire- 
ment seemed to imply a satisfactory amount of trust in their 
officers, and to be trusted displeases no seaman worthy of the 
name. 

On my first voyage, as chief mate with good Captain 
MacW.—I remember that I felt quite flattered, and went 
blithely about my duties, myself a commander for all practical 
purposes. Still, whatever the greatness of my illusion, the 
fact remained that the real commander was there, backing up 
my self-confidence, though invisible to my eyes behind a maple- 
wood veneered cabin-door with a white china handle. 

That is the time, after your Departure is taken, when the 
spirit of your commander communes with you in a muffled 
voice, as if from the sanctum sanctorum of a temple; because, 
call her a temple or a “‘ hell afloat ” — as some ships have been 
called — the captain’s state-room is surely the august place in 
every vessel. 

The good MacW. — would not even come out to his meals, 
and fed solitarily in his holy of holies from a tray covered 
with a white napkin. Our steward used to bend an ironic 
glance at the perfectly empty plates he was bringing out from 
there. This grief for his home, which overcomes so many 
married seamen, did not deprive Captain MacW.— of his 
legitimate appetite. In fact, the steward would almost in- 
variably come up to me, sitting in the captain’s chair at the 
head of the table, to say in a grave murmur, “ The captain 
asks for one more slice of meat and two potatoes.” We, his 
officers, could hear him moving about in his berth, or lightly 
snoring, or fetching deep sighs, or splashing and blowing in his 
bathroom; and we made our reports to him through the key- 
hole, as it were. It was the crowning achievement of his 
amiable character that the answers we got were given in a quite 
mild and friendly tone. Some commanders in their periods of 
seclusion are constantly grumpy, and seem to resent the mere 
sound of your voice as an injury and an insult. 

But a grumpy recluse cannot worry his subordinates, whereas 
the man in whom the sense of duty is strong (or, perhaps, only 
the sense of self-importance), and who persists in airing on 
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deck his moroseness all day — and perhaps half the night — 
becomes a grievous infliction. He walks the poop darting 
gloomy glances as though he wished to poison the sea, and 
snaps your head off savagely whenever you happen to blunder 
within ear-shot. And these vagaries are the harder to bear 
patiently, as becomes a man and an officer, because no sailor 
is really good-tempered during the first few days of a voyage. 
There are regrets, memories, the instinctive longing for the 
departed idleness, the instinctive hate of all work. Besides, 
things have a knack of going wrong at the start, especially in 
tue matter of irritating trifles. And there is the abiding 
thought of a whole year of more or less hard life before one, 
because there was hardly a southern-going voyage in the yester- 
day of the sea which meant anything less than a twelve-month. 
Yes; it needed a few days after the taking of your departure 
for a ship’s company to shake down into their places, and for 
the soothing deep-water ship routine to establish its beneficent 
sway. 

It is a great doctor for sore hearts and sore heads, too, your 
ship’s routine, which I have seen soothe — at least for a time 
—the most turbulent of spirits. There is health in it, and 
peace, and satisfaction of the accomplished round; for each 
day of the ship’s life seems to close a circle within the wide 
ring of the sea horizon. It borrows a certain dignity of same- 
ness from the majestic monotony of the sea. He who loves 
the sea loves also the ship’s routine. 

Nowhere else than upon the sea do the days, weeks, and 
months fall away quicker into the past. They seem to be left 
astern as easily as the light air-bubbles in the swirls of the 
ship’s wake, and vanish into a great silence in which your ship 
moves on with a sort of magical effect. They pass away, the 
days, the weeks, the months. Nothing but a gale can disturb 
the orderly life of the ship; and the spell of unshaken mo- 
notony that seems to have fallen upon the very voices of her 
men is broken only by the near prospect of a Landfall. 

Then is the spirit of the ship’s commander stirred strongly 
again. But it is not moved to seek seclusion and to remain, 
hidden and inert, shut up in a small cabin with the solace of a 
good bodily appetite. When about to make the land, the spirit 
of the ship’s commander is tormented by an unconquerable 
restlessness. It seems unable to abide for many seconds to- 
gether in the holy of holies of the captain’s state-room; it will 
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go out on deck and gaze ahead, through straining eyes, as the 
appointed moment comes nearer. It is kept vigorously upon 
the stretch of excessive vigilance. Meantime, the body of the 
ship’s commander is being enfeebled by want of appetite; at 
least, such is my experience, though “ enfeebled ”’ is perhaps 
not exactly the word. I might say, rather, that it is spiritual- 
ized by a disregard for fgod, sleep, and all the ordinary com- 
forts, such as they are, of sea life. In one or two cases I have 
known that detachment from the grosser needs of existence 
remain regrettably incomplete in the matter of drink. 

But these two cases were, properly speaking, pathological 
cases, and the only two in all my sea experience. In one of 
these two instances of a craving for stimulants, developed from 
sheer anxiety, I cannot assert that the man’s seaman-like 
qualities were impaired in the least. It was a very anxious 
case, too, the land being made suddenly, close-to, on a wrong 
bearing, in thick weather, and during a fresh on-shore gale. 
Going below to speak to him soon after, I was unlucky enough 
to catch my captain in the very act of hasty cork-drawing. 
The sight, I may say, gave me an awful scare. I was well 
aware of the morbidly sensitive nature of the man. Fortu- 
nately, I managed to draw back unseen, and taking care to 
stamp heavily with my sea-boots at the foot of the cabin stairs, 
I made my second entry. But for this unexpected glimpse, no 
act of his during the next twenty-four hours could have given 
me the slightest suspicion that all was not well with his nerve. 


Tit 


Quite another case, and having nothing to do with drink, 
was that of poor Captain B He used to suffer from sick 
headaches, in his young days, every time he was approaching a 
coast. Well over fifty years of age when I knew him, short, 
stout, dignified, perhaps a little pompous, he was a man of a 
singularly well-informed mind, the least sailor-like in outward 
aspect, but certainly one of the best seamen whom it has been 
my good luck to serve under. He was a Plymouth man, I 
think, the son of a country doctor, and both his elder boys 
were studying medicine. He commanded a big London ship, 
fairly well known in her day. I thought no end of him, and 
that is why I remember with a peculiar satisfaction the last 
words he spoke to me on board his ship after an eighteen 
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months’ voyage. It was in the dock in Dundee, where we had 
brought a full cargo of jute from Calcutta. We had been paid 
off that morning, and I had come on board to take my sea 
chest away and to say good-by. In his slightly lofty but 
courteous way he inquired what were my plans. I replied that 
I intended leaving for London by the afternoon train, and 
thought of going up for examination to get my master’s cer- 
tificate. I had just enough service for that. He recommended 
me for not wasting my time, with such an evident interest in 
my case that I was quite surprised; then, rising from his chair, 
he said: 

“Have you a ship in view after you have passed? ” 

I answered that I had nothing whatever in view. 

on shook hands with me and pronounced the memorable 
words: 

“Tf you happen to be in want of employment, remember 
that as long as I have a ship you have a ship, too.” 

In the way of compliment there is nothing to beat this from 
a ship’s captain to his second mate at the end of a voyage, 
when the work is over and the subordinate is done with. And 
there is a pathos in that memory, for the poor fellow never 
went to sea again after all. He was already ailing when we 
passed St. Helena; was laid up for a time when we were off 
the Western Islands, but got out of bed to make his Landfall. 
He managed to keep up on deck as far as the Downs, where, 
giving his orders in an exhausted voice, he anchored for a few 
hours to send a wire to his wife and take aboard a North Sea 
pilot to help him sail the ship up the east coast. He had not 
felt equal to the task by himself, for it is the sort of thing 
that keeps a deep-water man on his feet pretty well night and 
day. 

When we arrived in Dundee, Mrs. B—— was already there, 
waiting to take him home. We traveled up to London by the 
same train; but by the time I had managed to get through with 
my examination the ship had sailed on her next voyage without 
him, and, instead of joining her again, I went by request to see 
my old commander in his home. This is the only one of my 
captains I have ever visited in that way. He was out of bed 
by then, “ quite convalescent,” as he declared, making a few 
tottering steps to meet me at the sitting room door. Evidently 
he was reluctant to take his final cross-bearings of this earth 
for a Departure on the only voyage to an unknown destination 
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a sailor ever undertakes. And it was all very nice — the large, 
sunny room; his deep easy-chair in a bow window, with pillows 
and a footstool; the quiet, watchful care of the elderly, gentle 
woman who had borne him five children, and had not, perhaps, 
lived with him more than five full years out of the thirty or so 
of their married life. There was also another woman there in 
a plain black dress, quite grey-haired, sitting very erect on her 
chair with some sewing, from which she snatched side-glances 
in his direction, and uttering not a single word during all the 
time of my call. Even when, in due course, I carried over to 
her a cup of tea, she only nodded at me silently, with the 
faintest ghost of a smile, on her tight-set lips. I imagine she 
must have been a maiden sister of Mrs. B come to help 
nurse her brother-in-law. His youngest boy, a late-comer, a 
great cricketer it seemed, twelve years old or thereabouts, 
chattered enthusiastically of the exploits of W. G. Grace. And 
I remember his eldest son, too, a newly-fledged doctor, who 
took me out to smoke in the garden, and, shaking his head 
with professional gravity, but with genuine concern, muttered: 
“Yes, but he doesn’t get back his appetite. I don’t like that 
—TI don’t like that at all.” The last sight of Captain B 
I had was as he nodded his head to me out of the bow window 
when I turned round to close the front gate. 

It was a distinct and complete impression, something that I 
don’t know whether to call a Landfall or a Departure. Cer- 
tainly he had gazed at times very fixedly before him with the 
Landfall’s vigilant look, this sea-captain seated incongruously 
in a deep-backed chair. He had not then talked to me of 
employment, of ships, of being ready to take another com- 
mand; but he had discoursed of his early days, in the abundant 
but thin flow of a wilful invalid’s talk. The women looked 
worried, but sat still, and I learned more of him in that inter- 
view than in the whole eighteen months we had sailed together. 
It appeared he had “ served his time ” in the copper-ore trade, 
of old days between Swansea and the Chilean coast, coal out 
and ore in, deep-loaded both ways, as if in wanton defiance of 
the great Cape Horn seas —a work, this, for staunch ships, 
and a great school of staunchness for West-Country seamen. 
A whole fleet of copper-bottomed barques, as strong in rib and 
planking, as well-found in gear, as ever was sent upon the seas, 
manned by hardy crews and commanded by young masters, 
was engaged in that now long-defunct trade. ‘That was the 
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school I was trained in,” he said to me almost boastfully, lying 
back amongst his pillows with a rug over his legs. And it was 
in that trade that he obtained his first command at a very early 
age. It was then that he mentioned to me how, as a young 
commander, he was always ill for a few days before making 
land after a long passage. But this sort of sickness used to 
pass off with the first sight of a familiar landmark. After- 
wards, he added, as he grew older, all that nervousness wore 
off completely; and I observed his weary eyes gaze steadily 
ahead, as if there had been nothing between him and the 
straight line of sea and sky, where whatever a seaman is look- 
ing for is first bound to appear. But I have also seen his eyes 
rest fondly upon the faces in the room, upon the pictures on 
the wall, upon all the familiar objects of that home, whose 
abiding and clear image must have flashed often on his memory 
in times of stress and anxiety at sea. Was he looking out for 
a strange Landfall, or taking with an untroubled mind the 
bearings for his last Departure? ; 

It is hard to say; for in that voyage from which no man 
returns Landfall and Departure are instantaneous, merging 
together into one moment of supreme and final attention. 
Certainly I do not remember observing any sign of faltering 
in the set expression of his wasted face, no hint of the nervous 
anxiety of a young commander about to make land on an 
uncharted shore. He had had too much experience of De- 
partures and Landfalls! And had he not “served his time” 
in the famous copper-ore trade out of the Bristol Channel, the 
work of the staunchest ships afloat, and the school of staunch 
seamen? 

QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. What distinction is drawn between Landfall and Departure? 

2. What interested you in the different spirit with which commanders 
take their departure? 

3. Discuss routine as a “great doctor for sore hearts and for sore 
heads.” Read “ Routine and Ideals,” by LeBaron Russell Briggs. 

4. Discuss the passage of time aboard ship. 

s. How has Conrad succeeded in giving you a taste of the sea in this 
selection ? 

6. Point out examples of his fine sense for the nice, the exact word in 
which to clothe his thought. 

7. Name other men whose native tongue was not English, who became 
masters in its use? 

8. Read his Mirror of the Sea if you enjoyed this sketch of sea 
life. 
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SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. “Land Ho!” 

A Bad Passage. 

. When My Superior Officer Was Grumpy. 
. Irritating Trifles. 

. Advantages of Living on the Sea Coast. 
. Advantages of an Inland Home. 
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FRANCIS BACON 


in China it is the wont for any youth desirous of entering a government 
department to journey to Peking upon passing his examinations and 
there to wait, perchance many years, that the post for which he has 
applied fall vacant. The actual incumbent of the office may be hale 
and hearty, a previous applicant may have first to reap the fruits of 
patience before the youth himself can enter into what he has marked 
down as his own: these considerations have not affected the scrupulous- 
ness with which the custom is uniformly observed. Thus a large propor- 
tion of the population of Peking consists of future officials. During 
their years of waiting these slaves of hope have of course to subsist, and 
to subsist they usually fall into debt. Hence it is not surprising that 
once the youth who now is no longer a youth hath reached the goal 
of his desires, he should thereafter accept bribes in the light of legitimate 
emoluments and devote such additional income to the pacification of 
creditors who with the lapse of time have grown both impatient and 
voracious. So is China known as the land of squeeze, a land where 
none is too humble or too exalted to sweep the clandestine gift of cash 
into the mystery of his capacious sleeve. 

The career of Francis Bacon (1561-1626), who in greatness towers far 
above all others whose work is sampled in this volume, closely re- 
sembles that of a Chinese official. In his early years he was led to expect 
that the powerful aid of influential relatives would be exercised in his 
favor, but again and again he was disappointed. This constant deferring 
of hope affected him ill; his life was harassed by want of means. At last, 
when he was fifty-seven, luck changed. He became Lord High Chancel- 
lor of England, and other honors showered upon him: he was made Sir 
Francis Bacon, then Baron Verulam, and finally, in 1621, Viscount St. 
Albans. But these good things came too late. Like the Chinaman he 
had now to satisfy the creditors of his impecunious years. And a few 
months after he was made a viscount, he was accused of receiving gifts 
from those whose suits were before him as Lord Chancellor. In Eng- 
land squeeze has never been revered as in China: Bacon, the highest 
judge in the kingdom, was brought to trial. He confessed his guilt and, 
being convicted of bribery, was fined £40,000 and deposed from office. 
Well could he write “ Of Riches ” and “ Of Friendship,” two of his essays 
given here. 

It is a sad story, yet there is an important lesson in it if a lesson 
is sought: a man may wait long for the well-paid position he yearns to 
hold, and in the end he may fail to retain it, yet nevertheless he may be 
great. For Bacon, as has been indicated, was a very great man indeed. 
He was a learned as well as a dishonest judge. He was great as a writer: 
perhaps you will not appreciate fully now, but you may some day, the 
majesty and profundity of his sentences; and he wrote as well in Latin 
as he did in English. Still, it is not in his jurisprudence nor in his writ- 
ing that his chief greatness lies, but in something more wonderful, may~ 
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be, than either. It is not too much to say that if you awaken each 
morning in a room centrally heated, wash in warm water, eat a break- 
fast cooked by gas, travel to school in an electric trolley-car, have 
electric light to read by at evening, use the telephone or a motor-car, 
Bacon is the first man you have to thank for all these blessings. He is 
the father of modern science. 

Well could he write “ Of Studies ” and ‘‘ Of Truth,” two more essays 
you can read presently. His whole life was devoted to the study of how 
to discover truth. Before him and while he lived people employed the 
most fantastic and ludicrous means for obtaining absurd explanations of 
the great problems of the universe, usually explanations that satisfied 
the pet theories they nourished before ever they began study. Such 
alleged investigations make one explode in laughter today, but until 
Bacon came on the scene they were taken with the greatest seriousness. 
He it was who discredited such tomfoolery forever. During seventeen 
years he labored at “the exposition of a new method by which the 
human mind might proceed with security and certainty towards the true 
end of all human thought and action.” In this Latin treatise he showed 
that if one really wanted to find out anything, and not just amuse 
oneself, the only way was by trial and error: the experimental method. 
And that experiments might lead to momentous discoveries he revealed 
a powerful help of which he was the inventor: induction. 

In finding out about things there are just two ways of setting to work: 
by deduction or by induction. Sherlock Holmes has made everyone 
familiar with deduction. What it is and what is induction and how 
they differ can be made clear very easily. Your mother and father 
notice that all boys and girls go to school. You are a boy or girl. They 
conclude that you ought to go to school too. That is deduction: it is 
pretty easy and safe. Induction is harder and more dangerous. You go 
to school, and you are a boy or girl. You conclude that all boys and 
girls go to school. That is induction. Deduction is from the general 
to the particular; induction from the particular to the general. It is 
usually by induction that all great scientific discoveries have been made, 
and as Bacon originated induction, so are these great discoveries owed 
to him. It matters little that the inductive method, as he worked it out, 
was not quite right, that later men had to come along and perfect it. 
Bacon led the way: this man, who was fined and shamed for accepting 
bribes, changed the whole course of human thought and of human 
endeavor. 


Of Riches 


I CANNOT call riches better than the baggage of virtue. The 
Roman word is better, impedimenta; for as the baggage is to 
an army, so is riches to virtue; it cannot be spared nor left be- 
hind, but it hindereth the march; yea, and the care of it some- 
times loseth or disturbeth the victory. Of great riches there 
is no real use, except it be in the distribution; the rest is but 
conceit. So saith Salomon: Where much is, there are many to 
consume it; and what hath the owner but the sight of it with 
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his eyes? The personal fruition in any man cannot reach to 
feel great riches: there is a custody of them; or a power of 
dole and donative of them; or a fame of them; but no solid use 
to the owner. Do you not see what feigned prices are set upon 
little stones and rarities? and what works of ostentation are 
undertaken, because there might seem to be some use of great 
riches? But then you will say, they may be of use to buy men 
out of dangers or trouble. Salomon saith: Riches are as a 
stronghold in the imagination of the rich man. But this is 
excellently expressed, that it is in imagination, and not always 
in fact. For certainly great riches have sold more men than 
they have brought out. Seek not proud riches, but such as 
thou mayest get justly, use soberly, distribute cheerfully, and 
leave contentedly. Yet have no abstract nor friarly contempt 
of them. But distinguish, as Cicero saith well of Rabirius 
Posthumus: J studio rei amplificande apparebat non avaritie 
predam sed instrumentum bonitati queri. WHearken also to 
Salomon, and beware of hasty gathering of riches: Oui festinat 
ad divitias non erit insons. The poets feign that when Plutus 
(which is Riches) is sent from Jupiter, he limps and goes 
slowly; but when he is sent from Pluto, he runs and is swift 
of foot; meaning, that riches gotten by good means and just 
labor pace slowly; but when they come by the death of others 
(as by the course of inheritance, testaments, and the like), 
they come tumbling upon a man. But it might be applied 
likewise to Pluto, taking him for the devil. For when riches 
come from the devil (as by fraud and oppression and unjust 
means), they come upon speed. The ways to enrich are many, 
and most of them foul. Parsimony is one of the best, and yet 
is not innocent; for it withholdeth men from works of liberality 
and charity. The improvement of the ground is the most natu- 
ral obtaining of riches; for it is our great mother’s blessing, the 
earth’s; but it is slow. And yet, where men of great wealth 
do stoop to husbandry, it multiplieth riches exceedingly. I 
knew a nobleman in England, that had the greatest audits of 
any man in my time; a great grazier, a great sheep-master, 
a great timber man, a great collier, a great corn-master, a great 
lead-man, and so of iron, and a number of the like points of 
husbandry: so as the earth seemed a sea to him, in respect of 
the perpetual importation. It was truly observed by one, that 
himself came very hardly to a little riches, and very easily to 
great riches. For when a man’s stock is come to that, that he 
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can expect the prime of markets, and overcome those bargains 
which for their greatness are few men’s money, and be partner 
in the industries of younger men, he cannot but increase 
mainly. The gains of ordinary trades and vocations are honest, 
and furthered by two things chiefly: by diligence, and by a 
good name for good and fair dealing. But the gains of bar- 
gains are of a more doubtful nature; when men shall wait 
upon others’ necessity, broke by servants and instruments to 
draw them on, put off others cunningly that would be better 
chapmen, and the like practices, which are crafty and naught. 
As for the chopping of bargains, when a man buys, not to hold, 
but to sell over again, that commonly grindeth double, both 
upon the seller and upon the buyer. Sharings do greatly enrich, 
if the hands be well chosen that are trusted. Usury is the cer- 
tainest means of gain, though one of the worst; as that whereby 
a man doth eat his bread in sudore vultus alieni, and besides, 
doth plow upon Sundays. But yet, certain though it be, it hath 
flaws; for that the scriveners and brokers do value unsound 
men, to serve their own turn. The fortune in being the first in 
an invention, or in a privilege, doth cause sometimes a wonder- 
ful overgrowth in riches; as it was with the first sugar man in 
the Canaries: therefore if a man can play the true logician, to 
have as well judgment as invention, he may do great matters; 
especially if the times be fit. He that resteth upon gains cer- 
tain, shall hardly grow to great riches: and he that puts all 
upon adventures, doth oftentimes break and come to poverty: 
it is good therefore to guard adventures with certainties that 
may uphold losses. Monopolies, and coemption of wares for 
re-sale, where they are not restrained, are great means to en- 
rich; especially if the party have intelligence what things are 
like to come into request, and so store himself beforehand. 
Riches gotten by service, though it be of the best rise, yet when 
they are gotten by flattery, feeding humors, and other servile 
conditions, they may be placed amongst the worst. As for 
fishing for testaments and executorships (as Tacitus saith of 
Seneca, testamenta et orbos tanquam indagine capi), it is yet 
worse; by how much men submit themselves to meaner persons 
than in service. Believe not much them that seem to despise 
riches: for they despise them that despair of them; and none 
worse, when they come to them. Be not penny-wise; riches 
have wings, and sometimes they fly away of themselves, some- 
_ times they must be set flying to bring in more. Men leave 
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their riches either to their kindred, or to the public; and mod- 
erate portions prosper best in both. A great state left to an 
heir, is as a lure to all the birds of prey round about to seize 
on him, if he be not the better stablished in years and judg- 
ment. Likewise glorious gifts and foundations are like sacri- 
fices without salt; and but the painted sepulchers of alms, 
which soon will putrefy and corrupt inwardly. Therefore 
measure not thine advancements by quantity, but frame them 
by measure: and defer not charities till death; for certainly, if 
a man weigh it rightly, he that doth so is rather liberal of 
another man’s than of his own. 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. List the advantages and the disadvantages Bacon recognizes in 
riches. Are these as potent now as in his time? 

2. What are the uses to which money should be put? 

3. Discuss examples of men who have used riches wisely. 

4. What changes in the world’s attitude toward wealth have come 
within the lifetime of your father? Illustrate. 

5. Name characters in literature influenced for evil by riches. Name 
some who have done great good with riches. 

6. Explain: “ Gains of bargains are of a doubtful nature.” 


SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. “ Where much is, there are many to consume it.” 
. Little Stones and Rarities I Prize. 

. When My Bargain Was Costly. 

. Penny-Wise and Pound-Foolish. 

. When My Riches Had Wings. 

. Advantages of Riches. 
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Of Studies 
By Francis BAcon 


Srupres serve for delight, for ornament, and for ability. Their 
chief use for delight is in privateness and retiring; for orna- 
ment, is in discourse; and for ability, is in the judgment and 
disposition of business. For expert men can execute and per- 
haps judge of particulars, one by one; but the general counsels, 
and the plots and marshaling of affairs, come best from those 
that are learned. To spend too much time in studies is sloth; 
to use them too much for ornament is affectation; to make 
judgment wholly by their rules is the humor of a scholar. 
They perfect nature, and are perfected by experience; for natu- 
ral abilities are like natural plants, that need proyning by 
study; and studies themselves do give forth directions too much 
at large, except they be bounded in by experience. Crafty men 
contemn studies; simple men admire them; and wise men use 
them: for they teach not their own use; but that is a wisdom 
without them and above them, won by observation. Read not 
to contradict and confute; nor to believe and take for granted; 
nor to find talk and discourse; but to weigh and consider. 
Some books are to be tasted, others to be swallowed, and some 
few to be chewed and digested: that is, some books are to be 
read only in parts; others to be read, but not curiously; and 
some few to be read wholly, and with diligence and attention. 
Some books also may be read by deputy, and extracts made 
of them by others; but that would be only in the less important 
arguments, and the meaner sort of books; else distilled books 
are like common distilled waters, flashy things. Reading 
maketh a full man; conference a ready man; and writing an 
exact man. And therefore, if a man write little, he had need 
have a great memory; if he confer little, he had need have a 
present wit; and if he read little, he had need have much cun- 
ning, to seem to know that he doth not. Histories make men 
wise; poets witty; the mathematics subtile; natural philosophy 
deep; moral grave; logic and rhetoric able to contend. Abeunt 
studia in mores. Nay, there is no stond or impediment in the 
wit, but may be wrought out by fit studies: like as diseases of 
the body may have appropriate exercises. Bowling is good for 
the stone and reins; shooting for the lungs and breast; gentle 
258 


Of Studies 259 


walking for the stomach; riding for the head; and the like. 
So if a man’s wit be wandering, let him study the mathematics; 
for a demonstration, if his wit be called away never so little, 
he must begin again: if his wit be not apt to distinguish or 
find differences, let him study the schoolmen; for they are 
cymini sectores: if he be not apt to beat over matters, and to 
call one thing to prove and illustrate another, let him study 
the lawyers’ case: so every defect of the mind may have a 
special receipt. 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. Discuss Bacon’s ability to pack his thought in brief statements. 
Select any sentence or section; try to express completely in your own 
words Bacon’s thought. 

2. Discuss the purpose of reading. 

3. Give examples of books which are suited to each one of the follow- 
ing purposes of reading: “‘ Studies serve for delight, for ornament, and 
for ability.” 

4. What books are “to be tasted, swallowed, chewed” ? 

5. Think of several of the best-read persons you know; has their read- 
ing been worth the time? 

6. Why is this essay considered by many to be Bacon’s most perfect 
piece of writing? 


SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. Studies Serve for Delight. 

. Spending Too Much Time in Studies. 
. Wise Men Use Studies. 

. Books to Be Tasted. 

. Books to Be Digested. 

. When I Read by Deputy. 

. When My Wits Went Wandering. 
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Of Friendship 
By Francis BACON 


Ir had been hard for him that spake it to have put more truth 
than untruth together in a few words, than in that speech, 
Whosoever is delighted in solitude is either a wild beast or a 
god. For it is most true that a natural and secret hatred and 
aversation towards society, in any man, hath somewhat of the 
savage beast; but it is most untrue that it should have any 
character at all of the divine nature; except it proceed, not out 
of a pleasure in solitude, but out of a love and desire to sequester 
a man’s self for a higher conversation: such as is found to have 
been falsely and feignedly in some of the heathen; as Epi- 
menides the Candian, Numa the Roman, Empedocles the Sicil- 
ian, and Apollonius of Tyana; and truly and really in divers 
of the ancient hermits and holy fathers of the church. But 
little do men perceive what solitude is, and how far it ex- 
tendeth. For a crowd is not company, and faces are but a gal- 
lery of pictures, and talk but a tinkling cymbal, where there is 
no love. The Latin adage meeteth with it a little. Magna 
civitas, magna solitudo; because in a great town friends are 
scattered; so that there is not that fellowship, for the most 
part, which is in less neighborhoods. But we may go farther, 
and affirm most truly that it is a mere and miserable solitude 
to want true friends, without which the world is but a wilder- 
ness; and even in this sense also of solitude, whosoever in the 
frame of his nature and affections is unfit for friendship, he 
taketh it of the beast, and not from humanity. 

A principal fruit of friendship is the ease and discharge of 
the fullness and swellings of the heart, which passions of all 
kind do cause and induce. We know diseases of stoppings and 
suffocations are the most dangerous in the body; and it is not 
much otherwise in the mind; you may take sarza to open the 
liver, steel to open the spleen, flowers of sulphur for the lungs, 
castoreum for the brain; but no receipt openeth the heart, but 
a true friend, to whom you may impart griefs, joys, fears, 
hopes, suspicions, counsels, and whatsoever lieth upon the 
heart to oppress it, in a kind of civil shrift or confession. 

It is a strange thing to observe how high a rate great kings 
and monarchs do set upon this fruit of friendship whereof we 
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speak: so great, as they purchase it many times at the hazard 
of their own safety and greatness. For princes, in regard of 
the distance of their fortune from that of their subjects and 
servants, cannot gather this fruit, except (to make themselves 
capable thereof) they raise some persons to be as it were com- 
panions and almost equals to themselves, which many times 
sorteth to inconvenience. The modern languages give unto 
such persons the name of favorites, or privadoes,; as if it were 
matter of grace, or conversation. But the Roman name attain- 
eth the true use and cause thereof, naming them participes 
curarum; for it is that which tieth the knot. And we see 
plainly that this hath been done, not by weak and passionate 
princes only, but by the wisest and most politic that ever 
reigned; who have oftentimes joined to themselves some of 
their servants, whom both themselves have called friends, and 
allowed others likewise to call them in the same manner, using 
the word which is received between private men. 

L. Sylla, when he commanded Rome, raised Pompey (after 
surnamed the Great) to that height, that Pompey vaunted him- 
self for Sylla’s overmatch. For when he had carried the con- 
sulship for a friend of his, against the pursuit of Sylla, and that 
Sylla did a little resent thereat, and began to speak great, 
Pompey turned upon him again, and in effect bade him be 
quiet; for that more men adored the sun rising than the sun 
setting. With Julius Cesar, Decimus Brutus had obtained 
that interest, as he set him down in his testament for heir in 
remainder after his nephew; and this was the man that had 
power with him to draw him forth to his death. For when 
Cesar would have discharged the senate, in regard of some ill 
presages, and specially a dream of Calpurnia, this man lifted 
him gently by the arm out of his chair, telling him he hoped 
he would not dismiss the senate till his wife had dreamt a better 
dream. And it seemeth his favor was so great, as Antonius, in 
a letter which is recited verbatim in one of Cicero’s Philippics, 
calleth him venefica, “ witch”; as if he had enchanted Cesar. 
Augustus raised Agrippa (though of mean birth) to that height, 
as, when he consulted with Mzcenas about the marriage of his 
daughter Julia, Mzcenas took the liberty to tell him, that he 
must either marry his daughter to Agrippa, or take away his 
life; there was no third way, he had made him so great. With 
Tiberius Czesar, Sejanus had ascended to that height, as they 
two were termed and reckoned as a pair of friends. Tiberius 
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in a letter to him saith, Hec pro amicitiéd nostra non occultavi; 
and the whole senate dedicated an altar to Friendship, as to a 
goddess, in respect of the great dearness of friendship between 
them two. The like or more was between Septimius Severus 
and Plautianus. For he forced his eldest son to marry the 
daughter of Plautianus; and would often maintain Plautianus in 
doing affronts to his son; and did write also in a letter to the sen- 
ate by these words: J love the man so well, as I wish he may 
over-live me. Now if these princes had been as a Trajan, or a 
Marcus Aurelius, a man might have thought that this had pro- 
ceeded of an abundant goodness of nature; but being men so 
wise, of such strength and severity of mind, and so extreme 
lovers of themselves, as all these were, it proveth most plainly 
that they found their own felicity (though as great as ever 
happened to mortal men) but as an half piece, except they 
might have a friend to make it entire: and yet, which is more, 
they were princes that had wives, sons, nephews; and yet all 
these could not supply the comfort of friendship. 

It is not to be forgotten, what Comineus observeth of his 
first master, Duke Charles the Hardy; namely, that he would 
communicate his secrets with none; and least of all, those 
secrets which troubled him most. Whereupon he goeth on and 
saith that towards his latter time that closeness did impair . 
and a little perish his understanding. Surely Comineus might 
have made the same judgment also, if it had pleased him, of 
his second master, Lewis the Eleventh, whose closeness was 
indeed his tormentor. The parable of Pythagoras is dark, but 
true; Cor ne edito, “ Eat not the heart.” Certainly, if a man 
would give it a hard phrase, those that want friends to open 
themselves unto are cannibals of their own hearts. But one 
thing is most admirable (wherewith I will conclude this first 
fruit of friendship), which is, that this communicating of a 
man’s self to his friends works two contrary effects; for it re- 
doubleth joys, and cutteth griefs in halves. For there is no 
man that imparteth his joys to his friend, but he joyeth the 
more; and no man that imparteth his griefs to his friend, but 
he grieveth the less. So that it is, in truth of operation upon 
a man’s mind, of like virtue as the alchemists use to attribute 
to their stone for man’s body; that it worketh all contrary 
effects, but still to the good and benefit of nature. But yet, 
without praying in aid of alchemists, there is a manifest image 
of this in the ordinary course of nature. For in bodies, union 
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strengthened and cherisheth any natural action; and, on the 
other side, weakeneth and dulleth any violent impression: and 
even so is it of minds. 

The second fruit of friendship is healthful and sovereign for 
the understanding, as the first is for the affections. For friend- 
ship maketh indeed a fair day in the affections, from storm and 
tempests; but it maketh daylight in the understanding, out of 
darkness and confusion of thoughts. Neither is this to be 
understood only of faithful counsel, which a man receiveth from 
his friend; but before you come to that, certain it is that who- 
soever hath his mind fraught with many thoughts, his wits 
and understanding do clarify and break up, in the communi- 
cating and discoursing with another: he tosseth his thoughts 
more easily; he marshaleth them more orderly; he seeth how 
they look when they are turned into words; finally, he waxeth 
wiser than himself; and that more by an hour’s discourse than 
by a day’s meditation. It was well said by Themistocles to 
the king of Persia, that speech was like cloth of Arras, opened 
and put abroad; whereby the imagery doth appear in figure; 
whereas in thoughts they lie but as in packs. Neither is this 
second fruit of friendship, in opening the understanding, re- 
strained only to such friends as are able to give a man counsel 
(they indeed are best); but even without that, a man learneth 
of himself, and bringeth his own thoughts to light, and whet- 
teth his wits as against a stone, which itself cuts not. In a 
word, a man were better relate himself to a statua or picture, 
than to suffer his thoughts to pass in smother. 

Add now, to make this second fruit of friendship complete, 
that other point, which lieth more open, and falleth within 
vulgar observation; which is faithful counsel from a friend. 
Heraclitus saith well in one of his enigmas, Dry light is ever 
the best. And certain it is that the light that a man receiveth 
by counsel from another is drier and purer than that which 
cometh from his own understanding and judgment; which is 
ever infused and drenched in his affections and customs. So 
as there is as much difference between the counsel that a 
friend giveth, and that a man giveth himself, as there is be- 
tween the counsel of a friend and of a flatterer. For there is 
no such flatterer as is a man’s self; and there is no such remedy 
against flattery of a man’s self as the liberty of a friend. Coun- 
sel is of two sorts; the one concerning manners, the other 
concerning business. For the first; the best preservative to 
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keep the mind in health is the faithful admonition of a friend. 
The calling of a man’s self to a strict account is a medicine, 
sometime, too piercing and corrosive. Reading good books of 
morality is a little flat and dead. Observing our faults in 
others is sometimes unproper for our case. But the best 
receipt (best, I say, to work, and best to take) is the admoni- 
tion of a friend. It is a strange thing to behold what gross 
errors and extreme absurdities many (especially of the greater 
sort) do commit, for want of a friend to tell them of them, to 
the great damage both of fame and fortune. For, as S. James 
saith, they are as men that look sometimes into a glass, and 
presently forget their own shape and favor. As for business, 
a man may think, if he will, that two eyes see no more than 
one; or that a gamester seeth always more than a looker-on; 
or that a man in anger is as wise as he that hath said over the 
four-and-twenty letters; or that a musket may be shot off as 
well upon the arm as upon a rest; and such other fond and high 
imaginations, to think himself all in all. But when all is done, 
the help of good counsel is that which setteth business straight. 
And if any man think that he will take counsel, but it shall be 
by pieces, asking counsel in one business of one man, and in an- 
other business of another man; it is well (that is to say, better 
perhaps than if he asked none at all); but he runneth two 
dangers. One, that he shall not be faithfully counseled; for it 
is a rare thing, except it be from a perfect and entire friend, to 
have counsel given, but such as shall be bowed and crooked to 
some ends which he hath that giveth it. The other, that he 
shall have counsel given, hurtful and unsafe (though with good 
meaning), and mixed partly of mischief and partly of remedy; 
even as if you would call a physician, that is thought good for 
the cure of the disease you complain of, but is unacquainted 
with your body; and therefore may put you in way for a 
present cure, but overthroweth your health in some other kind; 
and so cure the disease and kill the patient. But a friend that 
is wholly acquainted with a man’s estate will beware, by 
furthering any present business, how he dasheth upon other 
inconvenience. And therefore rest not upon scattered counsels; 
they will rather distract and mislead than settle and direct. 
After these two noble fruits of friendship (peace in the 
affections, and support of the judgment) followeth the last 
fruit, which is like the pomegranate, full of many kernels; I 
mean aid and bearing a part in all actions and occasions. Here 
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the best way to represent to life the manifold use of friendship 
is to cast and see how many things there are which a man 
cannot do himself; and then it will appear that it was a sparing 
speech of the ancients, to say that a friend is another himself: 
for that a friend is far more than himself. Men have their 
time, and die many times in desire of some things which they 
principally take to heart; the bestowing of a child, the finish- 
ing of a work, or the like. If a man have a true friend, he 
may rest almost secure that the care of those things will con- 
tinue after him. So that a man hath as it were two lives in 
his desires. A man hath a body, and that body is confined to a 
place; but where friendship is, all offices of life are as it were 
granted to him and his deputy; for he may exercise them by his 
friend. How many things are there which a man cannot, with 
any face or comeliness, say or do himself! A man can scarce 
allege his own merits with modesty, much less extol them; a 
man cannot sometimes brook to supplicate or beg; and a num- 
ber of the like. But all these are graceful in a friend’s mouth, 
which are blushing in a man’s own. So again, a man’s person 
hath many proper relations which he cannot put off. A man 
cannot speak to his son but as a father; to his wife but as a 
husband; to his enemy but upon terms: whereas a friend may 
speak as the case requires, and not as it sorteth with the per- 
son. But to enumerate these things were endless: I have given 
the rule, where a man cannot fitly play his own part: if he have 
not a friend, he may quit the stage. 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. What estimate does Bacon place upon friendship? 
2. What are the “ fruits of friendship ” ? 
3. List the qualities you demand in your good friends? i 
. Study Bacon’s literary and historical references. In what literature 
was he especially interested? Why? Ae 

5. Do you feel that Bacon knew men and human nature intimately ? 
Do these essays reveal the kind of ability it would require to write the 
works of Shakespeare? 
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SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. By-Paths of Friendship. 

. When I Heeded a’Friendly Admonition. 

. A Father Who Is a Friend. 

. When a Crowd Was not Company. : 

. “Friendship redoubles joy and cuts griefs in half.” 
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Of Truth 
By Francis BACON 


Wuat is truth? said jesting Pilate, and would not stay for an 
answer. Certainly there be that delight in giddiness, and count 
it a bondage to fix a belief; affecting free-will in thinking, as 
well as in acting. And though the sects of philosophers of that 
kind be gone, yet there remain certain discoursing wits which 
are of the same veins, though there be not so much blood in 
them as was in those of the ancients. But it is not only the 
difficulty and labor which men take in finding out of truth, nor 
again that when it is found it imposeth upon men’s thoughts, 
that doth bring lies in favor; but a natural though corrupt love 
of the lie itself. One of the later schools of the Grecians ex- 
amineth the matter, and is at a stand to think what should be 
in it, that men should love lies; where neither they make for 
pleasure, as with poets; nor for advantage, as with the mer- 
chant; but for the lie’s sake. But I cannot tell: this same truth 
is a naked and open daylight, that doth not show the masques 
and mummeries and triumphs of the world, half so stately and 
daintily as candlelights. Truth may perhaps come to the price 
of a pearl, that showeth best by day; but it will not rise to 
the price of a diamond or carbuncle, that sheweth best in 
varied lights. A mixture of a lie doth ever add pleasure. Doth 
any man doubt, that if there were taken out of men’s minds 
vain opinions, flattering hopes, false valuations, imaginations 
as one would, and the like, but it would leave the minds of a 
number of men poor shrunken things, full of melancholy and 
indisposition, and unpleasing to themselves? One of the 
fathers, in great severity, called poesy vinum demonum, be- 
cause it filleth the imagination, and yet it is but with the 
shadow of a lie. But it is not the lie that passeth through the 
mind, but the lie that sinketh in and settleth in it, that doth 
the hurt such as we spake of before. But howsoever these 
things are thus in men’s depraved judgments and affections, 
yet truth, which only doth judge itself, teacheth that the inquiry 
of truth, which is the love-making or wooing of it, the knowl- 
edge of truth, which is the presence of it, and the belief of 
truth, which is the enjoying of it, is the sovereign good of hu- 
man nature. The first creature of God, in the works of the 
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days, was the light of the sense; the last was the light of rea- 
son; and his sabbath work, ever since, is the illumination of 
his Spirit. First he breathed light upon the face of the matter 
or chaos; then he breathed light into the face of man; and still 
he breatheth and inspireth light into the face of his chosen. 
The poet that beautified the sect that was otherwise inferior 
to the rest, saith yet excellently well: It is a pleasure to stand 
upon the shore, and to see ships tossed upon the sea: a pleasure 
to stand in the window of a castle, and to see a battle and the 
adventures thereof below: but no pleasure is comparable to the 
standing upon the vantage ground of truth (a hill not to be 
commanded, and where the air is always clear and serene), 
and to see the errors, and wanderings, and mists, and tempests, 
in the vale below: so always that this prospect be with pity, 
and not with swelling or pride. Certainly, it is heaven upon 
earth, to have a man’s mind move in charity, rest in providence, 
and turn upon the poles of truth. 

To pass from theological and philosophical truth, to the 
truth of civil business: it will be acknowledged, even by those 
that practice it not, that clear and round dealing is the honor 
of man’s nature; and that mixture of falsehood is like allay 
in coin of gold and silver; which may make the metal work the 
better, but it embaseth it. For these winding and crooked 
courses are the goings of the serpent; which goeth basely upon 
the belly, and not upon the feet. There is no vice that doth 
so cover a man with shame as to be found false and perfidious. 
And therefore Montaigne saith prettily, when he inquired the 
reason; why the word of the lie should be such a disgrace and 
such an odious charge; saith he, Jf it be well weighed, to say 
that a man lieth is as much to say as that he is brave towards 
God and a coward towards men. For a lie faces God, and 
shrinks from man. Surely the wickedness of falsehood and 
breach of faith cannot possibly be so highly expressed, as in 
that it shall be the last peal to call the judgments of God upon 
the generations of men; it being foretold that, when Christ 
cometh, he shall not find faith upon the earth. 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


. What is meant by “ free-will in thinking” ? 

. What are the motives which lead men to untruth today? 
. Explain, “ A mixture of a lie doth ever add pleasure.” 

. List five ideas Bacon develops on truth. 
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5. 
6. 


Francis Bacon 


Discuss Montaigne’s quotation in the last paragraph. 
Compare Bacon on truth with Kipling on the same theme (“ Inde- 


pendence ”). 
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SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. On Truth. 

. On Dishonesty. 

. Caught in an Untruth. 

. “The Soul of Honor.” 

. Are Untruths ever Justifiable ? 


HEYWOOD BROUN 


Mr. Heywoop Broun (b. 1888) looks lazy. A bulky man whose fat 
suggests a distaste of exertion, he can scarcely be called a beau in dress; 
indeed, one might suspect him of lying abed until just after the very 
last second. He is black-haired, too, like those animals that sleep 
through the whole winter, and in his large pale face are drowsy eyes. 
If ever he goes anywhere on foot, he shambles rather than walks, and 
usually he sits rather than shambles. Yet all that is make-believe. In 
reality he is of the breed of Titans. Wet or fine, winter and summer, 
all the year round except for a hard-won and brief vacation, he writes 
1,400 words each day seven days a week, 1,400 words for which he has 
to find the subjects, and next morning, fresh, whimsical, and entertain- 
ing, there they are in the New York World under the heading, “ It Seems 
to Me.” Thousands of men and women would rather forgo their morn- 
ing coffee than the perusal of that column. But how few give a thought 
to the miracle of its production. The novelist thinks his bread well 
earned if he achieves 1,000 words a day of the book he has all planned 
out; other writers, it is true, have spurts of 3,000 words and more at a 
time, but they rest three days out of seven. Mr. Broun apparently never 
rests: each afternoon he must get to his typewriter and somehow fill 
the blank page with reflections, not any reflections— that would be 
easier — but reflections on matters that are being discussed and thought 
over that very day. And his success proves that he fills the page well. 
It is a wonderful performance. The motor-car’s engine, the marvels 
of wireless, the fur-trapper’s frosty quest, the pearl-fisher’s patient 
diving, all dwindle to the commonplace beside this prodigy; yet the 
air-mail between New York and Chicago each night is not more regular. 

One pictures Mr. Broun bowed down and careworn with such a task. 
On the contrary, he seems to thrive upon it. He finds time to write 
novels as well, and excellent novels they are. A few years ago he was 
also a dramatic critic, not just for one publication, but for a daily, a 
monthly, and probably a couple of weeklies. And the big ball games 
bring him forth as a reporter. There simply is no limit to his capacity 
for work. 

It was as a baseball reporter that he began. He was born in Brooklyn 
and went to Harvard Law School. Then he got a job on the Morning 
Telegraph back in 1908, and thence in a few years he went to the New 
York Tribune. He was such a good baseball reporter that the Tribune 
thought it would be interesting to have him report on books and plays 
as he did on baseball. The experiment was so successful that the World 
invited him to come to them. So started “It Seems to Me.” This gave 
Messrs. Putnam the belief that he would be a good novelist; he agreed, 
and in the fall of 1922 came The Boy Grew Older. In 1917 he went 
to France as a war correspondent with the A. E. F. Essays, like “ The 
Fifty-First Dragon ” that follows, he has just taken in his stride. One 
wonders what he will add to his occupations next. 
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OF all the pupils at the knight school Gawaine le Coeur-Hardy 
was among the least promising. He was tall and sturdy, but 
his instructors soon discovered that he lacked spirit. He would 
hide in the woods when the jousting class was called, although 
his companions and members of the faculty sought to appeal to 
his better nature by shouting to him to come out and break 
his neck like a man. Even when they told him that the lances 
were padded, the horses no more than ponies and the field 
unusually soft for late autumn, Gawaine refused to grow en- 
thusiastic. The Headmaster and the Assistant Professor of 
Pleasaunce were discussing the case one spring afternoon and 
the Assistant Professor could see no remedy but expulsion. 

“No,” said the Headmaster, as he looked out at the purple 
hills which ringed the school, “I think I'll train him to slay 
dragons.” 

“He might be killed,” objected the Assistant Professor. 

“So he might,” replied the Headmaster brightly, but he 
added, more soberly, “‘ we must consider the greater good. We 
are responsible for the formation of this lad’s character.” 

“Are the dragons particularly bad this year? ” interrupted 
the Assistant Professor. This was characteristic. He always 
seemed restive when the head of the school began to talk ethics 
and the ideals of the institution. 

“T’ve never known them worse,” replied the Headmaster. 
“Up in the hills to the south last week they killed a num- 
ber of peasants, two cows and a prize pig. And if this dry 
spell holds there’s no telling when they may start a forest fire 
simply by breathing around indiscriminately.” 

“Would any refund on the tuition fee be necessary in case 
of an accident to young Cceur-Hardy? ” 

“No,” the principal answered, judicially, “ that’s all covered 
in the contract. But as a matter of fact he won’t be killed. 
Before I send him up in the hills I’m going to give him a 
magic word.” 

“That’s a good idea,” said the Professor. ‘ Sometimes 
they work wonders.” 

From that day on Gawaine specialized in dragons. His 
course included both theory and practice. In the morning 
there were long lectures on the history, anatomy, manners and 

270 


The Fifty-First Dragon 271 


customs of dragons. Gawaine did not distinguish himself in 
these studies. He had a marvelously versatile gift for for- 
getting things. In the afternoon he showed to better ad- 
vantage, for then he would go down to the South Meadow and 
practice with a battle-ax. In this exercise he was truly impres- 
sive, for he had enormous strength as well as speed and grace. 
He even developed a deceptive display of ferocity. Old alumni 
say that it was a thrilling sight to see Gawaine charging across 
the field toward the dummy paper dragon which had been set 
up for his practice. As he ran he would brandish his ax and 
shout “ A murrain on thee! ” or some other vivid bit of campus 
slang. It never took him more than one stroke to behead the 
dummy dragon. 

Gradually his task was made more difficult. Paper gave way 
to papier-maché and finally to wood, but even the toughest of 
these dummy dragons had no terrors for Gawaine. One sweep 
of the ax always did the business. There were those who said 
that when the practice was protracted until dusk and the 
dragons threw long, fantastic shadows across the meadow 
Gawaine did not charge so impetuously nor shout so loudly. 
It is possible there was malice in this charge. At any rate, the 
Headmaster decided by the end of June that it was time for 
the test. Only the night before a dragon had come close to 
the school grounds and had eaten some of the lettuce from the 
garden. The faculty decided that Gawaine was ready. They 
gave him a diploma and a new battle-ax and the Headmaster 
summoned him to a private conference. 

“ Sit down,” said the Headmaster. “ Have a cigarette.” 

Gawaine hesitated. 

“Oh, I know it’s against the rules,” said the Headmaster. 
“ But after all, you have received your preliminary degree. — 
You are no longer a boy. You area man. Tomorrow you will 
go out into the world, the great world of achievement.” 

Gawaine took a cigarette. The Headmaster offered him a 
match, but he produced one of his own and began to puff away 
with a dexterity which quite amazed the principal. 

“Here you have learned the theories of life,” continued 
the Headmaster, resuming the thread of his discourse, “ but 
after all, life is not a matter of theories. Life is a matter of 
facts. It calls on the young and the old alike to face these 
facts, even though they are hard and sometimes unpleasant. 
Your problem, for example, is to slay dragons.” 
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“ They say that those dragons down in the south wood are 
five hundred feet long,” ventured Gawaine, timorously. 

“ Stuff and nonsense! ” said the Headmaster. “ The curate 
saw one last week from the top of Arthur’s Hill. The dragon 
was sunning himself down in the valley. The curate didn’t 
have an opportunity to look at him very long because he felt 
it was his duty to hurry back to make a report to me. He 
said the monster, or shall I say, the big lizard? — wasn’t an 
inch over two hundred feet. But the size has nothing at all to 
do with it. You'll find the big ones even easier than the little 
ones. They’re far slower on their feet and less aggressive, I’m 
told. Besides, before you go I’m going to equip you in such 
fashion that you need have no fear of all the dragons in the 
world.” 

“Td like an enchanted cap,” said Gawaine. 

“What’s that? ” answered the Headmaster, testily. 

“A cap to make me disappear,” explained Gawaine. 

The Headmaster laughed indulgently. ‘“ You mustn’t be- 
lieve all those old wives’ stories,” he said. “There isn’t any 
such thing. A cap to make you disappear, indeed! What 
would you do with it? You haven’t even appeared yet. Why, 
my boy, you could walk from here to London, and nobody 
would so much as look at you. You’re nobody. You couldn’t 
be more invisible than that.” 

Gawaine seemed dangerously close to a relapse into his old 
habit of whimpering. The Headmaster reassured him: “ Don’t 
worry; I’ll give you something much better than an enchanted 
cap. I’m going to give you a magic word. All you have to do 
is to repeat this magic charm once and no dragon can possibly 
harm a hair of your head. You can cut off his head at your 
leisure.” 

He took a heavy book from the shelf behind his desk and 
began to run through it. ‘“ Sometimes,” he said, “‘ the charm is 
a whole phrase or even a sentence. I might, for instance, give 
you ‘ To make the ’— No, that might not do. I think a single 
word would be best for dragons.” 

“A short word,” suggested Gawaine. 

“Tt can’t be too short or it wouldn’t be potent. There 
isn’t so much hurry as all that. Here’s a splendid magic word: 
‘Rumplesnitz.’ Do you think you can learn that? ” 

Gawaine tried and in an hour or so he seemed to have the 
word well in hand. Again and again he interrupted the lesson 
to inquire, “And if I say ‘ Rumplesnitz’ the dragon can’t 
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possibly hurt me? ” And always the Headmaster replied, “If 
you only say ‘ Rumplesnitz,’ you are perfectly safe.” 

Toward morning Gawaine seemed resigned to his career. At 
daybreak the Headmaster saw him to the edge of the forest 
and pointed him to the direction in which he should proceed. 
About a mile away to the southwest a cloud of steam hovered 
over an open meadow in the woods and the Headmaster assured 
Gawaine that under the steam he would find a dragon. 
Gawaine went forward slowly. He wondered whether it would 
be best to approach the dragon on the run as he did in his 
practice in the South Meadow or to walk slowly toward him, 
shouting “‘ Rumplesnitz ” all the way. 

The problem was decided for him. No sooner had he come 
to the fringe of the meadow than the dragon spied him and 
began to charge. It was a large dragon and yet it seemed 
decidedly aggressive in spite of the Headmaster’s statement to 
the contrary. As the dragon charged it released huge clouds 
of hissing steam through its nostrils. It was almost as if a 
gigantic teapot had gone mad. The dragon came forward so 
fast and Gawaine was so frightened that he had time to say 
“ Rumplesnitz” only once. As he said it, he swung his bat- 
tle-ax and off popped the head of the dragon. Gawaine had to 
admit that it was even easier to kill a real dragon than a 
wooden one if only you said “ Rumplesnitz.” 

Gawaine brought the ears home and a small section of the 
tail. His schoolmates and the faculty made much of him, but 
the Headmaster wisely kept him from being spoiled by insist- 
ing that he go on with his work. Every clear day Gawaine 
rose at dawn and went out to kill dragons. The Headmaster 
kept him at home when it rained, because he said the woods 
were damp and unhealthy at such times and that he didn’t 
want the boy to run needless risks. Few good days passed in 
which Gawaine failed to get a dragon. On one particularly 
fortunate day he killed three, a husband and wife and a visit- 
ing relative. Gradually he developed a technique. Pupils who 
sometimes watched him from the hilltops a long way off said 
that he often allowed the dragon to come within a few feet 
before he said “ Rumplesnitz.” He came to say it with a 
mocking sneer. Occasionally he did stunts. Once when an 
excursion party from London was watching him he went into 
action with his right hand tied behind his back. The dragon’s 
head came off just as easily. 

As Gawaine’s record of killings mounted higher the Head- 
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master found it impossible to keep him completely in hand. 
He fell into the habit of stealing out at night and engaging in 
long drinking bouts at the village tavern. It was after such a 
debauch that he rose a little before dawn one fine August 
morning and started out after his fiftieth dragon. His head was 
heavy and his mind sluggish. He was heavy in other respects 
as well, for he had adopted the somewhat vulgar practice of 
wearing his medals, ribbons and all, when he went out dragon 
hunting. The decorations began on his chest and ran all the 
way down to his abdomen. They must have weighed at least 
eight pounds. 

Gawaine found a dragon in the same meadow where he had 
killed the first one. It was a fair-sized dragon, but evidently 
an old one. Its face was wrinkled and Gawaine thought he 
had never seen so hideous a countenance. Much to the lad’s 
disgust, the monster refused to charge and Gawaine was 
obliged to walk toward him. He whistled as he went. The 
dragon regarded him hopelessly, but craftily. Of course it had 
heard of Gawaine. Even when the lad raised his battle-ax the 
dragon made no move. It knew that there was no salvation in 
the quickest thrust of the head, for it had been informed that 
this hunter was protected by an enchantment. It merely 
waited, hoping something would turn up. Gawaine raised the 
battle-ax and suddenly lowered it again. He had grown very 
pale and he trembled violently. The dragon suspected a 
trick. “ What’s the matter?” it asked, with false solici- 
tude. 

“T’ve forgotten the magic word,” stammered Gawaine. 

“What a pity,” said the dragon. “So that was the secret. 
It doesn’t seem quite sporting to me, all this magic stuff, you 
know. Not cricket, as we used to say when I was a little 
dragon; but after all, that’s a matter of opinion.” 

Gawaine was so helpless with terror that the dragon’s con- 
fidence rose immeasurably and it could not resist the tempta- 
tion to show off a bit. 

“Could I possibly be of any assistance?” it asked. 
“What’s the first letter of the magic word? ” 

“Tt begins with an ‘r,’” said Gawaine weakly. 

““Let’s see,” mused the dragon, “ that doesn’t tell us much, 
does it? What sort of a word is this? Is it an epithet, do you 
think? ” 

Gawaine could do no more than nod. 
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“Why, of course,” exclaimed the dragon, “ reactionary Re- 
publican.” 

Gawaine shook his head. 

“Well, then,” said the dragon, “‘ we’d better get down to 
business. Will you surrender? ” 

With the suggestion of a compromise Gawaine mustered up 
enough courage to speak. 

“ What will you do if I surrender?” he asked. 

“ Why, I'll eat you,” said the dragon. 

“ And if I don’t surrender? ” 

*T’ll eat you just the same.” 

“Then it doesn’t make any difference, does it? ” moaned 
Gawaine. 

“Tt does to me,” said the dragon with a smile. “ I’d rather 
you didn’t surrender. You’d taste much better if you didn’t.” 

The dragon waited for a long time for Gawaine to ask 
“ Why? ” but the boy was too frightened to speak. At last 
the dragon had to give the explanation without his cue line. 
“You see,” he said, ‘‘ if you don’t surrender you'll taste better 
because you'll die game.” 

This was an old and ancient trick of the dragon’s. By 
means of some such quip he was accustomed to paralyze his 
victims with laughter and then to destroy them. Gawaine was 
sufficiently paralyzed as it was, but laughter had no part in 
his helplessness. With the last word of the joke the dragon 
drew back his head and struck. In that second there flashed 
into the mind of Gawaine the magic word “ Rumplesnitz,” but 
there was no time to say it. There was time only to strike and, 
without a word, Gawaine met the onrush of the dragon with a 
full swing. He put all his back and shoulders into it. The 
impact was terrific and the head of the dragon flew away 
almost a hundred yards and landed in a thicket. 

Gawaine did not remain frightened very long after the death 
of the dragon. His mood was one of wonder. He was enor- 
mously puzzled. He cut off the ears of the monster almost in a 
trance. Again and again he thought to himself, “I didn’t say 
‘Rumplesnitz ’! ” He was sure of that and yet there was no 
question that he had killed the dragon. In fact, he had never 
killed one so utterly. Never before had he driven a head for 
anything like the same distance. Twenty-five yards was per- 
haps his best previous record. All the way back to the knight 
school he kept rumbling about in his mind seeking an ex- 
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planation for what had occurred. He went to the Headmaster 
immediately and after closing the door told him what had 
happened. “I didn’t say ‘ Rumplesnitz,’” he explained with 
great earnestness. 

The Headmaster laughed. “I’m glad you’ve found out,” he 
said. “It makes you ever so much more of a hero. Don’t you 
see that? Now you know that it was you who killed all these 
dragons and not that foolish little word ‘ Rumplesnitz.’ ” 

Gawaine frowned. ‘‘ Then it wasn’t a magic word after 
all? ” he asked. 

“ Of course not,” said the Headmaster, “ you ought to be 
too old for such foolishness. There isn’t any such thing as a 
magic word.” 

“ But you told me it was magic,” protested Gawaine. “ You 
said it was magic and now you say it isn’t.” 

“Tt wasn’t magic in a literal sense,’ answered the Head- 
master, “ but it was much more wonderful than that. The 
word gave you confidence. It took away your fears. If I 
hadn’t told you that you might have been killed the very first 
time. It was your battle-ax did the trick.” 

Gawaine surprised the Headmaster by his attitude. He was 
obviously distressed by the explanation. He interrupted a long 
philosophic and ethical discourse by the Headmaster with, “ If 
I hadn’t of hit ’em all mighty hard and fast any one of ’em 
might have crushed me like a, like a—” He fumbled for a 
word. 

“‘ Egg shell,’ suggested the Headmaster. 

“Like a egg shell,” assented Gawaine, and he said it many 
times. All through the evening meal people who sat near him 
heard him muttering, “ Like a egg shell, like a egg shell.” 

The next day was clear, but Gawaine did not get up at 
dawn. Indeed, it was almost noon when the Headmaster 
found him cowering in bed, with the clothes pulled over his 
head. The principal called the Assistant Professor of Pleas- 
aunce, and together they dragged the boy toward the forest. — 

“He'll be all right as soon as he gets a couple more dragons 
under his belt,” explained the Headmaster. 

“The Assistant Professor of Pleasaunce agreed. “It would 
be a shame to stop such a fine run,” he said. ‘‘ Why, counting 
that one yesterday, he’s killed fifty dragons.” 

They pushed the boy into a thicket above which hung a 
meager cloud of steam. It was obviously quite a small dragon. 
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But Gawaine did not come back that night or the next. In 
fact, he never came back. Some weeks afterward brave spirits 
from the school explored the thicket, but they could find noth- 
ing to remind them of Gawaine except the metal part of his 
medals. Even the ribbons had been devoured. 

The Headmaster and the Assistant Professor of Pleasaunce 
agreed that it would be just as well not to tell the school how 
Gawaine had achieved his record and still less how he came to 
die. They held that it might have a bad effect on school spirit. 
Accordingly, Gawaine has lived in the memory of the school 
as its greatest hero. No visitor succeeds in leaving the building 
today without seeing a great shield which hangs on the wall 
of the dining hall. Fifty pairs of dragons’ ears are mounted 
upon the shield and underneath in gilt letters is “‘ Gawaine 
le Cceur-Hardy,” followed by the simple inscription, “ He 
killed fifty dragons.” The record has never been equaled. 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. What is Broun’s purpose in writing the essay? 

2. What truth underlies this fable, or allegorical essay ? 

3. Why did the principal give Gawaine a “magic word” ? What was 
its real value to Gawaine? 

4. Why was his conquest greater when he forgot the word? 

s. Explain the title. 

6. Write an allegory setting forth some truth of your school life. 


SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


1. When to Say “ Rumplesnitz ” in School. 
2. My Fifty-first Dragon. 
3. When I Employ Magic Words. 
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DAVID GRAYSON 


Wuo is David Grayson might still be a secret had there not been so 


y ; yu David Graysons. The first original one attained a sudden popu- 


Mao 


larity as the unknown author of a series entitled Adventures in Con- 
tentment which appeared in the American Magazine about two decades 
.ago. They were republished in book form by Messrs. Doubleday, Page, 
and still the secret of authorship was kept. Then the other David 
Graysons came on the scene. They turned up on various lecture plat- 
forms all over the country, and on some nights there would be a dozen 
men addressing audiences at the same time in different states of the 
Union and all calling themselves David Grayson. That could not go 
on. So it was revealed that the David Grayson was Mr. Ray Stannard 
Baker (b. 1870) and that, therefore, anyone calling himself David Gray- 
son and not resembling Mr. Baker was an impostor. The impositions 
ceased. 

The following paper is from that famous book which came to be 
written as the result of a walking tour through Michigan and Wisconsin 
which Mr. Baker took as a change from the hurly-burly of New York 
life and the hectic character of much European travel. Originally in 
Chicago he was interested in the under-dog and so became a crusader 
of the pen. When it was suggested by Mr. John S. Phillips that he 
should publish his notebooks of wanderings afoot, he realized that he 
could not put forth these reflections of a dreamer under the same name 
as that with which he had signed his crusading articles. Thus did he 
take to the pseudonym which was to create so much trouble on the 
lecture platform. 

Mr. Baker was Director of the American Press Bureau in Paris during 
the Peace Conference, and in that capacity became a close friend of 
the late President Wilson. Hence he was well equipped to write What 
Wilson Did in Paris (1919) and Woodrow Wilson (1923). 


I Entertain an Agent Unawares 


Wiru the coming of winter I thought the life of a farmer 
might lose something of its charm. So much interest lies in 
the growth not only of crops but of trees, vines, flowers, senti- 
ments and emotions. In the summer the world is busy, con- 
cerned with many things and full of gossip: in the winter I 
anticipated a cessation of many active interests and enthusi- 
asms. I looked forward to having time for my books and for 
the quiet contemplation of the life around me. Summer indeed 
is for activity, winter for reflection. But when winter really 
came every day discovered some new work to do or some new 
- 1293 
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adventure to enjoy. It is surprising how many things happen 
on a small farm. Examining the book which accounts for that 
winter, I find the history of part of a forenoon, which will 
illustrate one of the curious adventures of a farmer’s life. It 
is dated January 5. 

I went out this morning with my ax and hammer to mend 
the fence along the public road. A heavy frost fell last night 
and the brown grass and the dry ruts of the roads were pow- 
dered white. Even the air, which was perfectly still, seemed 
full of frost crystals, so that when the sun came up one 
seemed to walk in a magic world. I drew in a long breath 
and looked out across the wonderful shining country and I 
said to myself: 

“ Surely, there is nowhere I would rather be than here.” 
For I could have traveled nowhere to find greater beauty or 
a better enjoyment of it than I had here at home. 

As I worked with my ax and hammer, I heard a light wagon 
come rattling up the road. Across the valley a man had begun 
to chop a tree. I could see the ax steel flash brilliantly in the 
sunshine before I heard the sound of the blow. 

The man in the wagon had a round face and a sharp blue 
eye. I thought he seemed a businesslike young man. 

“‘ Say, there,” he shouted, drawing up at my gate, “ would 
you mind holding my horse a minute? It’s a cold morning 
and he’s restless.” 

“ Certainly not,” I said, and I put down my tools and held 
his horse. 

He walked up to my door with a brisk step and a certain 
jaunty poise of the head. 

“He is well contented with himself,” I said. “It is a 
great blessing for any man to be satisfied with what he has 

ot.” 
i I heard Harriet open the door — how every sound rang 
through the still morning air! 

The young man asked some question and I distinctly heard 
Harriet’s answer: 

“ He’s down there.” 

The young man came back: his hat was tipped up, his 
quick eye darted over my grounds as though in a single in- 
stant he had appraised everything and passed judgment upon 
the cash value of the inhabitants. He whistled a lively little 
tune, 
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“ Say,” he said, when he reached the gate, not at all dis- 
concerted, “I thought you was the hired man. Your name’s 
Grayson, ain’t it? Well, I want to talk with you.” 

After tying and blanketing his horse and taking a black 
satchel from his buggy he led me up to my house. I had a 
pleasurable sense of excitement and adventure. Here was a 
new character come to my farm. Who knows, I thought, 
what he may bring with him: who knows what I may send 
away by him? Here in the country we must set our little 
ships afloat on small streams, hoping that somehow, some day, 
they will reach the sea. 

It was interesting to see the busy young man sit down so 
confidently in our best chair. He said his name was Dixon, 
and he took out from his satchel a book with a fine showy 
cover. He said it was called Living Selections from Poet, 
Sage and Humourist. 

“ This,” he told me, “is only the first of the series. We 
publish six volumes full of literchoor. You see what a heavy 
book this is? ” 

I tested it in my hand: it was a heavy book. 

“ The entire set,” he said, “ weighs over ten pounds. There 
are I,162 pages, enough paper if laid down flat, end to end, 
to reach half a mile.” 

I cannot quote his exact language: there was too much of 
it, but he made an impressive showing of the amount of litera- 
ture that could be had at a very low price per pound. Mr. 
Dixon was a hypnotist. He fixed me with his glittering eye, 
and he talked so fast, and his ideas upon the subject were so 
original that he held me spellbound. At first I was inclined 
to be provoked: one does not like to be forcibly hypnotized, 
but gradually the situation ‘began to amuse me, the more so 
when Harriet came in. 

“Did you ever see a more beautiful binding? ” asked the 
agent, holding his book admiringly at arm’s length. “ This 
up here,” he said, pointing to the illuminated cover, “is the 
Muse of Poetry. She is scattering flowers— poems, you 
know. Fine idea, ain’t it? Coloring fine, too.” 

He jumped up quickly and laid the book on my table, to 
the evident distress of Harriet. 

“Trims up the room, don’t it? ” he exclaimed, turning his 
head a little to one side and observing the effect with an ex- 
pression of affectionate admiration. 
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“ How much,” I asked, “ will you sell the covers for with- 
out the insides? ” 

“Without the insides? ” 

“Yes,” I said, “ the binding will trim up my table just as 
well without the insides.” 

I thought he looked at me a little suspiciously, but he was 
evidently satisfied by my expression of countenance, for he 
answered promptly: 

“Oh, but you want the insides. That’s what the books 
are for. The bindings are never sold alone.” 

He then went on to tell me the prices and terms of pay- 
ment, until it really seemed that it would be cheaper to buy 
the books than to let him carry them away again. Harriet 
stood in the doorway behind him frowning and evidently 
trying to catch my eye. But I kept my face turned aside so 
that I could not see her signal of distress and my eyes fixed 
on the young man Dixon. It was as good asa play. Harriet 
there, serious-minded, thinking I was being befooled, and the 
agent thinking he was befooling me, and I, thinking I was 
befooling both of them —and all of us wrong. It was very 
like life wherever you find it. 

Finally, I took the book which he had been urging upon 
me, at which Harriet coughed meaningly to attract my atten- 
tion. She knew the danger when I really got my hands on 
a book. But I made up as innocent as a child. I opened the 
book almost at random — and it was as though, walking down 
a strange road, I had come upon an old tried friend not seen 
before in years. For there on the page before me I read: 


The world is too much with us; late and soon, 
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers: 
Little we see in Nature that is ours; 

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon! 
The sea that bares her bosom to the moon; 

The wind that will be howling at all hours, 

But are up-gathered now like sleeping flowers; 
For this, for everything, we are out of tune; 


And as I read it came back to me —a scene like a pic- 
ture — the place, the time, the very feel of the hour when I 
first saw those lines. Who shall say that the past does not 
live! An odor will sometimes set the blood coursing in an 
old emotion, and a line of poetry is the resurrection and the 
life. For a moment I forgot Harriet and the agent, I forgot 
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myself, I even forgot the book on my knee — everything but 
that hour in the past —a view of shimmering hot housetops, 
the heat and dust and noise of an August evening in the city, 
the dumb weariness of it all, the loneliness, the longing for 
green fields; and then these great lines of Wordsworth, read 
for the first time, flooding in upon me: 


“Great God! I’d rather be 
A pagan suckled in a creed outworn: 
So might I, standing on this pleasant lea, 
Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn; 
Have sight of Proteus rising from the sea; 
Or hear old Triton blow his wreathéd horn.” 


When I had finished I found myself standing in my own 
room with one arm raised, and, I suspect, a trace of tears in 
my eyes — there before the agent and Harriet. I saw Harriet 
lift one hand and drop it hopelessly. She thought I was 
captured at last. I was past saving. And as I looked at 
the agent I saw “ grim conquest glowing in his eye!” So I 
sat down not a little embarrassed by my exhibition — when I 
had intended to be self-poised. 

“ ‘You like it, don’t you? ” said Mr. Dixon unctuously. 

“TJ don’t see,” I said earnestly, “how you can afford to 
sell such things as this so cheap.” 

“They are cheap,” he admitted regretfully. I suppose he 
wished he had tried me with the half-morocco. 

“They are priceless,” I said, “ absolutely priceless. If you 
were the only man in the world who had that poem, I think 
I would deed you my farm for it.” 

Mr. Dixon proceeded, as though it were all settled, to get 
out his black order book and open it briskly for business. 
He drew his fountain pen, capped it, and looked up at me 
expectantly. My feet actually seemed slipping into some 
irresistible whirlpool. How well he understood practical psy- 
chology! I struggled within myself, fearing engulfment: I was 
all but lost. 

“ Shall I deliver the set at once,” he said, “ or can you wait 
until the first of February? ” 

At that critical moment a floating spar of an idea swept 
my way and I seized upon it as the last hope of the lost. 

“JT don’t understand,” I said, as though I had not heard his 
last question, “ how you dare go about with all this treasure 
upon you. Are you not afraid of being stopped in the road 
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and robbed? Why, I’ve seen the time when, if I had known 
you carried such things as these, such cures for sick hearts, 
I think I should have stopped you myself! ” 

“Say, you are an odd one,” said Mr. Dixon. 

“Why do you sell such priceless things as these? ” I asked, 
looking at him sharply. 

“Why do I sell them?” and he looked still more per- 
plexed. “To make money, of course; same reason you raise 
corn.” 

“But here is wealth,” I said, pursuing my advantage. “If 
you have these you have something more valuable than 
money.” 

Mr. Dixon politely said nothing. Like a wise angler, having 
failed to land me at the first rush, he let me have line. Then 
I thought of Ruskin’s words, “Nor can any noble thing be 
wealth except to a noble person.” And that prompted me to 
say to Mr. Dixon: 

“These things are not yours; they are mine. You never 
owned them; but I will sell them to you.” 

He looked at me in amazement, and then glanced around — 
evidently to discover if there were a convenient way of escape. 

“You're all straight, are you? ” he asked, tapping his fore- 
head; “ didn’t anybody ever try to take you up? ” 

“The covers are yours,” I continued as though I had not 
heard him, “ the insides are mine and have been for a long 
time: that is why I proposed buying the covers separately.” 

I opened his book again. I thought I would see what had 
been chosen for its pages. And I found there many fine and 
great things. 

“Let me read you this,” I said to Mr. Dixon; “ it has been 
mine for a long time. I will not sell it to you. I will give 
it to you outright. The best things are always given.” 

Having some gift in imitating the Scotch dialect, I read: 


November chill blaws loud wi’ angry sugh; 

The short’ning winter day is near a close; 
The miry beasts retreating frae the pleugh; 

The black’ning trains o’ craws to their repose: 
The toil-worn Cotter frae his labour goes, 

This night his weekly moil is at an end, 
Collects his spades, his mattocks and his hoes, 
Hoping the morn in ease and rest to spend, 
And weary, o’er the moor, his course does 

Hameward bend. 
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So I read “ The Cotter’s Saturday Night.” I love the poem 
very much myself, sometimes reading it aloud, not so much 
for the tenderness of its message, though I prize that, too, 
as for the wonder of its music. 

Compar’d with these, Italian trills are tame; 
The tickl’d ear no heart-felt raptures raise. 

I suppose I showed my feeling in my voice. As I glanced 
up from time to time I saw the agent’s face change, and his 
look deepen and the lips, usually so energetically tense, loosen 
with emotion. Surely no poem in all the language conveys so 
perfectly the simple love of the home, the quiet joys, hopes, 
pathos of those who live close to the soil. +i 

When I had finished — I stopped with the stanza beginning: 


Then homeward all take off their sev’ral way; 


the agent turned away his head trying to brave out his emo- 
tion. Most of us, Anglo-Saxons, tremble before a tear when 
we might fearlessly beard a tiger. 

I moved up nearer to the agent and put my hand on his 
knee; then I read two or three of the other things I found 
in his wonderful book. And once I had him laughing and 
once again I had the tears in his eyes. Oh, a simple young 
man, a little crusty without, but soft inside —like the rest 
of us. 

Well, it was amazing, once we began talking not of books 
but of life, how really eloquent and human he became. From 
being a distant and uncomfortable person, he became at once 
like a near neighbor and friend. It was strange to me — as 
I have thought since — how he conveyed to us in few words 
the essential emotional note of his life. It was no violin tone, 
beautifully complex with harmonics, but the clear simple voice 
of the flute. It spoke of his wife and his baby girl and his 
home. The very incongruity of detail—he told us how he 
grew onions in his back yard — added somehow to the homely 
glamour of the vision which he gave us. The number of his 
house, the fact that he had a new cottage organ, and that the 
baby ran away and lost herself in Seventeenth Street — were 
all, curiously, fabrics of his emotion. 

It was beautiful to see commonplace facts grow phosphor- 
escent in the heat of true feeling. How little we may come 
to know Romance by the cloak she wears and how humble 
must be he who would surprise the heart of her! 
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It was, indeed, with an indescribable thrill that I heard him 
add the details, one by one—the mortgage on his place, 
now rapidly being paid off, the brother who was a plumber, 
the mother-in-law who was not a mother-in-law of the comic 
papers. And finally he showed us the picture of the wife and 
baby that he had in the cover of his watch; a fat baby with 
its head resting on its mother’s shoulder. 

““ Mister,” he said, “ p’r’aps you think it’s fun to ride around 
the country like I do, and be away from home most of the 
time. But it ain’t. When I think of Minnie and the kid — ” 

He broke off sharply, as if he had suddenly remembered 
the shame of such confidences. 

“ Say,” he asked, “ what page is that poem on? ” 

I told him. 

“ One forty-six,” he said. ‘When I get home I’m going to 
read that to Minnie. She likes poetry and all such things. 
And where’s that other piece that tells how a man feels when 
he’s lonesome? Say, that fellow knew! ” 

We had a genuinely good time, the agent and I, and when 
he finally rose to go, I said: 

“ Well, I’ve sold you a new book.” 

“T see now, mister, what you mean.” 

I went down the path with him and began to unhitch his 
horse. 

“Let me, let me,” he said eagerly. 

Then he shook hands, paused a moment awkwardly as if 
about to say something, then sprang into his buggy without 
saying it. 

When he had taken up his reins he remarked: 

“Say! but you’d make an agent! You’d hypnotize ’em.” 

I recognized it as the greatest compliment he could pay 
me: the craft compliment. 

Then he drove off, but pulled up before he had gone five 
yards. He turned in his seat, one hand on the back of it, 
his whip raised. 

“ Say! ” he shouted, and when I walked up he looked at me 
with fine embarrassment. : 

“Mister, perhaps you’d accept one of these sets from Dixon 
free gratis, for nothing.” 

“T understand,” I said, “but you know I’m giving the 
books to you — and I couldn’t take them back again.” 

“Well,” he said, “ you're a good one, anyhow. Good-by 
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again,” and then, suddenly, business naturally coming upper- 
most, he remarked with great enthusiasm: 

“‘ You’ve given me a new idea. Say, I'll sell ’em.” 

“ Carry them carefully, man,” I called after him; “ they are 


precious.” 
So I went back to my work, thinking how many fine people 
there are in this world —if you scratch ’em deep enough. 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. How has David Grayson made the life of a farmer seem attractive? 

2. What do we like or dislike in the agent when he is first intro- 
duced? Is his attitude towards “ literchoor ” overdrawn? 

3. In what sense were the books “ owned” by David Grayson? 

4. Name some books you own in that sense of the word. Name some 
you have been made to read that you do not own. 

5. What fine qualities did David Grayson discover in the agent when 
he had “ scratched deep enough ”’ ? 

6. Read Adventures in Contentment, Adventures in Friendship, and 
Great Possessions. 


SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. Frost Magic. 

. My Adventure as a Salesman. 

. I Entertain an Agent Unawares. 
. The Lure of the Farm. 

. When I Was Lonely. 

. Queer Characters I Have Met. 


AurBWbD HH 


STEWART EDWARD WHITE 


As a preface to this paper one cannot do better than quote the introduc- 
tion which Mr. Christopher Morley wrote to an extract from the same 
book in the First Series of his Modern Essays (Harcourt, Brace and Co.) : 

“This is from The Forest —one of Stewart Edward White’s many 
delightful volumes. A very large public has enjoyed Mr. White’s 
writings — many of his readers, perhaps, without accurately realizing 
how extraordinarily good they are. 

“Mr. White was born in Grand Rapids, Michigan, 1873; studied at 
the University of Michigan; has hunted big game in Africa; served as 
major of field artillery, 1917-18; and is a Fellow of the Royal Geographi- 
cal Society. His first book, The Westerners, was published in t1oo1, 
since when they have followed regularly.” 

One might add that Mr. White’s home is now in Burlingame, California. 


On Making Camp 


Who hath smelt wood-smoke at twilight? Who hath heard the birch log 
burning ? 

Who is quick to read the noises of the night ? 

Let him follow with the others, for the young men’s feet are turning 

To the camps of proved desire and known delight. 


In the Ojibway language wigwam means a good spot for camp- 
ing, a place cleared for a camp, a camp as an abstract proposi- 
tion, and a camp in the concrete as represented by a tent, a 
thatched shelter, or a conical tepee. In like manner, the Eng- 
lish word camp lends itself to a variety of concepts. I once 
slept in a four-poster bed over a polished floor in an elaborate 
servant-haunted structure which, mainly because it was built 
of logs and overlooked a lake, the owner always spoke of as 
his camp. Again, I once slept on a bed of prairie grass, before 
a fire of dried buffalo chips and mesquite, wrapped in a single 
light blanket, while a good vigorous rainstorm made new cold 
places on me and under me all night. In the morning the 
cowboy with whom I was traveling remarked that this was 
“ sure a lonesome proposition as a camp.” 

Between these two extremes is infinite variety, grading up- 
wards through the divers bivouacs of snow, plains, pines, or 
hills, to the bark shelter; past the dog-tent, the A-tent, the 
wall-tent, to the elaborate permanent canvas cottage of the 
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luxurious camper, the dugout winter retreat of the range cow- 
boy, the trapper’s cabin, the great log-built lumber-jack com- 
munities, and the last refinements of sybaritic summer homes 
in the Adirondacks. All these are camps. And when you talk 
of making camp you must know whether that process is to mean 
only a search for rattlesnakes and enough acrid-smoked fuel 
to boil tea, or a winter’s consultation with an expert architect; 
whether your camp is to be made on the principle of Omar’s 
one-night Sultan, or whether it is intended to accommodate the 
full days of an entire summer. 

But to those who tread the Long Trail the making of camp 
resolves itself into an algebraical formula. After a man has 
traveled all day through the Northern wilderness he wants to 
rest, and anything that stands between himself and his repose 
he must get rid of in as few motions as is consistent with rea- 
sonable thoroughness. The end in view is a hot meal and a 
comfortable dry place to sleep. The straighter he can draw 
the line to those two points the happier he is. 

Early in his woods experience Dick became possessed with 
the desire to do everything for himself. As this was a laudable 
striving for self-sufficiency, I called a halt at about three 
o’clock one afternoon in order to give him plenty of time. 

Now Dick is a good, active, able-bodied boy, possessed of 
average intelligence and rather more than average zeal. He 
even had theory of a sort, for he had read various Boy 
Campers, or the Trapper’s Guide, How to Camp Out, 
The Science of Woodcraft, and other able works. He cer- 
tainly had ideas enough, and confidence enough. I sat down on 
a log. 

At the end of three hours’ flusteration, heat, worry, and good 
hard work, he had accomplished the following results: A tent, 
very saggy, very askew, covered a four-sided area — it was not 
a rectangle — of very bumpy ground. A hodge-podge bonfire, 
in the center of which an inaccessible coffee-pot toppled menac- 
ingly, alternately threatened to ignite the entire surrounding 
forest or to go out altogether through lack of fuel. Personal 
belongings strewed the ground near the fire, and provisions 
cumbered the entrance to the tent. Dick was anxiously mixing 
batter for the cakes, attempting to stir a pot of rice often 
enough to prevent it from burning, and trying to rustle suffi- 
cient dry wood to keep the fire going. This diversity of in- 
terests certainly made him sit up and pay attention. At each 
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instant he had to desert his flour-sack to rescue the coffee-pot, 
or to shift the kettle, or to dab hastily at the rice, or to stamp 
out the small brush, or to pile on more dry twigs. His move- 
ments were not graceful. They raised a scurry of dry bark, 
ashes, wood dust, twigs, leaves, and pine needles, a certain 
proportion of which found their way into the coffee, the rice, 
and the sticky batter, while the smaller articles of personal 
belongings, hastily dumped from the duffel-bag, gradually dis- 
appeared from view in the manner of Pompeii and ancient 
Vesuvius. Dick burned his fingers and stumbled about and 
swore, and looked so comically-pathetically red-faced through 
the smoke that I, seated on the log, at the same time laughed and 
pitied. And in the end, when he needed a continuous steady 
fire to fry his cakes, he suddenly discovered that dry twigs do 
not make coals, and that his previous operations had used up 
all the fuel within easy circle of the camp. 

So he had to drop everything for the purpose of rustling 
wood, while the coffee chilled, the rice cooled, the bacon con- 
gealed, and all the provisions, cooked and uncooked, gathered 
etomological specimens. At the last, the poor bedeviled 
theorist made a hasty meal of scorched food, brazenly post- 
poned the washing of dishes until the morrow, and coiled about 
his hummocky couch to dream the nightmares of complete 
exhaustion. 

Poor Dick! I knew exactly how he felt, how the low 
afternoon sun scorched, how the fire darted out at unexpected 
places, how the smoke followed him around, no matter on 
which side of the fire he placed himself, how the flies all took 
to biting when both hands were occupied, and how they all 
miraculously disappeared when he had set down the frying-pan 
and knife to fight them. I could sympathize, too, with the 
lonely, forlorn, lost-dog feeling that clutched him after it was 
all over. I could remember how big and forbidding and un- 
friendly the forest had once looked to me in like circumstances, 
so that I had felt suddenly thrust outside into empty spaces. 
Almost was I tempted to intervene; but I liked Dick, and I 
wanted to do him good. This experience was harrowing, but 
it prepared his mind for the seeds of wisdom. By the follow- 
ing morning he had chastened his spirit, forgotten the assurance 
breathed from the windy pages of the Boy Trapper Library, 
and was ready to learn. 

Have you ever watched a competent portraitist at work? 
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The infinite pains a skilled man spends on the preliminaries 
before he takes one step towards a likeness nearly always wears 
down the patience of the sitter. He measures with his eye, 
he plumbs, he sketches tentatively, he places in here a dab, 
there a blotch, he puts behind him apparently unproductive 
hours — and then all at once he is ready to begin something 
that will not have to be done over again. An amateur, how- 
ever, is carried away by his desire for results. He dashes in 
a hit-or-miss early effect, which grows into an approximate 
likeness almost immediately, but which will require infinite 
labor, alteration, and anxiety to beat into finished shape. 

The case of the artist in making camps is exactly similar, 
and the philosophical reasons for his failure are exactly the 
same. To the superficial mind a camp is a shelter, a bright 
fire, and a smell of cooking. So when a man is very tired he 
cuts across lots to those three results. He pitches his tent, 
lights his fire, puts over his food— and finds himself drowned 
in detail, like my friend Dick. 

The following is, in brief, what during the next six weeks I 
told that youth, by precept, by homily, and by making the 
solution so obvious that he could work it out for himself. 

When five or six o’clock draws near, begin to look about you 
for a good level dry place, elevated some few feet above the 
surroundings. Drop your pack or beach your canoe. Examine 
the location carefully. You will want two trees about ten feet 
apart, from which to suspend your tent, and a bit of flat ground 
underneath them. Of course the flat ground need not be par- 
ticularly unencumbered by brush or saplings, so the combina- 
tion ought not to be hard to discover. Now return to your 
canoe. Do not unpack the tent. 

With the little ax clear the ground thoroughly. By bend- 
ing a sapling over strongly with the left hand, clipping sharply 
at the strained fibers, and then bending it as strongly the other 
way to repeat the ax stroke on the other side, you will find 
that treelets of even two or three inches diameter can be felled 
by two blows. In a very few moments you will have ac- 
complished a hole in the forest, and your two supporting trees 
will stand sentinel at either end of a most respectable-looking 
clearing. Do not unpack the tent. 

Now, although the ground seems free of all but unimportant 
growths, go over it thoroughly for little shrubs and leaves. 
They look soft and yielding, but are often possessed of unex- 
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pectedly abrasive roots. Besides, they mask the face of the 
ground. When you have finished pulling them up by the roots, 
you will find that your supposedly level plot is knobby with 
hummocks. Stand directly over each little mound; swing the 
back of your ax vigorously against it, adze-wise, between your 
legs. Nine times out of ten it will crumble, and the tenth 
time means merely a root to cut or a stone to pry out. At 
length you are possessed of a plot of clean, fresh earth, level 
and soft, free from projections. But do not unpack your tent. 

Lay a young birch or maple an inch or so in diameter across 
a log. Two clips will produce you a tent-peg. If you are 
inexperienced, and cherish memories of striped lawn markees, 
you will cut them about six inches long. If you are wise and 
old and gray in woods experience, you will multiply that length 
by four. Then your loops will not slip off, and you will have 
a real grip on mother earth, than which nothing can be more 
desirable in the event of a heavy rain and wind squall about 
midnight. If your ax is as sharp as it ought to be, you can 
point them more neatly by holding them suspended in front of 
you while you snip at their ends with the ax, rather than by 
resting them against a solid base. Pile them together at the 
edge of the clearing. Cut a crotched sapling eight or ten feet 
long. Now unpack your tent. 

In a wooded country you will not take the time to fool with 
tent-poles. A stout line run through the eyelets and along the 
apex will string it successfully between your two trees. Draw 
the line as tight as possible, but do not be too unhappy if, after 
your best efforts, it still sags a little. That is what your long 
crotched stick is for. Stake out your four corners. If you 
get them in a good rectangle and in such relation to the apex 
as to form two isosceles triangles of the ends, your tent will 
stand smoothly. Therefore, be an artist and do it right. Once 
the four corners are well placed, the rest follows naturally. 
Occasionally in the North Country it will be found that the 
soil is too thin, over the rocks, to grip the tent-pegs. In that 
case drive them at a sharp angle as deep as they will go, and 
then lay a large flat stone across the slant of them. Thus an- 
chored, you will ride out a gale. Finally, wedge your long 
sapling crotch under the line — outside the tent, of course — 
to tighten it. Your shelter is up. If you are a woodsman, ten 
or fifteen minutes has sufficed to accomplish all this. 

There remains the question of a bed, and you’d better attend 
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to it now, while your mind is still occupied with the shelter 
problem. Fell a good thrifty young balsam and set to work 
pulling off the fans. Those you cannot strip off easily with 
your hands are too tough for your purpose. Lay them care- 
lessly crisscross against the blade of your ax and up the 
handle. They will not drop off, and when you shoulder that 
ax you will resemble a walking haystack, and will probably 
experience a genuine emotion of surprise at the amount of 
balsam that can be thus transported. In the tent lay smoothly 
one layer of fans, convex side up, butts toward the foot. Now 
thatch the rest on top of this, thrusting the butt ends under- 
neath the layer already placed in such a manner as to leave the 
fan ends curving up and down toward the foot of your bed. 
Your second emotion of surprise will assail you as you realize 
how much spring inheres in but two or three layers thus ar- 
ranged. When you have spread your rubber blanket, you will 
be possessed of a bed as soft and a great deal more aromatic 
and luxurious than any you would be able to buy in town. 

Your next care is to clear a living space in front of the tent. 
This will take you about twenty seconds, for you need not be 
particular as to stumps, hummocks, or small brush. All you 
want is room for cooking, and suitable space for spreading out 
your provisions. But do not unpack anything yet. 

Your fireplace you will build of two green logs laid side by 
side. The fire is to be made between them. They should con- 
verge slightly, in order that the utensils to be rested across 
them may be of various sizes. If your vicinity yields flat 
stones, they build up even better than the logs — unless they 
happen to be of granite. Granite explodes most disconcert- 
ingly. Poles sharpened, driven upright into the ground, and 
then pressed down to slant over the fireplace, will hold your 
kettles a suitable height above the blaze. 

Fuel should be your next thought. A roll of birch bark first 
of all. Then some of the small, dry, resinous branches that 
stick out from the trunks of medium-sized pines, living or dead. 
Finally, the wood itself. If you are merely cooking supper, 
and have no thought for a warmth-fire or a friendship-fire, I 
should advise you to stick to the dry pine branches, helped out, 
in the interest of coals for frying, by a little dry maple or 
birch. If you need more of a blaze, you will have to search 
out, fell, and split a standing dead tree. This is not at all 
necessary. I have traveled many weeks in the woods without 
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using a more formidable implement than a one-pound hatchet. 
Pile your fuel — a complete supply, all you are going to need 
—by the side of your already improvised fireplace. But, as 
you value your peace of mind, do not fool with matches. 

It will be a little difficult to turn your mind from the concept 
of fire, to which all these preparations have compellingly led 
it, — especially as a fire is the one cheerful thing your weari- 
ness needs the most at this time of day, — but you must do 
so. Leave everything just as it is, and unpack your provisions. 

First of all, rinse your utensils. Hang your tea-pail, with the 
proper quantity of water, from one slanting pole, and your 
kettle from the other. Salt the water in the latter receptacle. 
Peel your potatoes, if you have any; open your little provision 
sacks; puncture your tin cans, if you have any; slice your 
bacon; clean your fish; pluck your birds; mix your dough or 
batter; spread your table tinware on your tarpaulin or a sheet 
of birch bark; cut a kettle-lifter; see that everything you are 
going to need is within direct reach of your hand as you squat 
on your heels before the fireplace. Now light your fire. 

The civilized method is to build a fire and then to touch a 
match to the completed structure. If well done and in a grate 
or stove, this works beautifully. Only in the woods you have 
no grate. The only sure way is as follows: Hold a piece of 
birch bark in your hand. Shelter your match all you know 
how. When the bark has caught, lay it in your fireplace, assist 
it with more bark, and gradually build up, twig by twig, stick 
by stick, from the first pin-point of flame, all the fire you are 
going to need. It will not be much. The little hot blaze rising 
between the parallel logs directly against the aluminum of your 
utensils will do the business in very short order. In fifteen 
minutes at most your meal is ready. And you have been able 
to attain to hot food thus quickly because you were prepared. 

In case of very wet weather the affair is altered somewhat. 
If the rain has just commenced, do not stop to clear out very 
thoroughly, but get your tent up as quickly as possible, in order 
to preserve an area of comparatively dry ground. But if the 
earth is already soaked, you had best build a bonfire to dry 
out by, while you cook over a smaller fire a little distance 
removed, leaving the tent until later. Or it may be well not to 
pitch the tent at all, but to lay it across slanting supports at 
an angle to reflect the heat against the ground. 

It is no joke to light a fire in the rain. An Indian can do it 
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more easily than a white man, but even an Indian has more 
trouble than the story-books acknowledge. You will need a 
greater quantity of birch bark, a bigger pile of resinous dead 
limbs from the pine-trees, and perhaps the heart of a dead 
pine stub or stump. Then, with infinite patience, you may be 
able to tease the flame. Sometimes a small dead birch contains 
in the waterproof envelope of its bark a species of powdery, 
dry touchwood that takes the flame readily. Still, it is easy 
enough to start a blaze —a very fine-looking, cheerful, healthy 
blaze; the difficulty is to prevent its petering out the moment 
your back is turned. 

But the depths of woe are sounded and the limit of patience 
reached when you are forced to get breakfast in the dripping 
forest. After the chill of early dawn you are always reluctant 
in the best of circumstances to leave your blankets, to fumble 
with numbed fingers for matches, to handle cold steel and slip- 
pery fish. But when every leaf, twig, sapling, and tree contains 
a douche of cold water; when the wetness oozes about your 
moccasins from the soggy earth with every step you take; 
when you look about you and realize that somehow, before you 
can get a mouthful to banish that before-breakfast ill-humor, 
you must brave cold water in an attempt to find enough fuel to 
cook with, then your philosophy and early religious training 
avail you little. The first ninety-nine times you are forced to 
do this you will probably squirm circumspectly through the 
brush in a vain attempt to avoid shaking water down on your- 
self; you will resent each failure to do so, and at the end your 
rage will personify the wilderness for the purpose of one sweep- 
ing anathema. The hundredth time will bring you wisdom. 
You will do the anathema —rueful rather than enraged — 
from the tent opening. Then you will plunge boldly in and get 
wet. It is not pleasant, but it has to be done, and you will 
save much temper, not to speak of time. 

Dick and I earned our diplomas at this sort of work. It 
rained twelve of the first fourteen days we were out. Toward 
the end of that two weeks I doubt if even an Indian could 
have discovered a dry stick of wood in the entire country. 
The land was of Laurentian rock formation, running in parallel 
ridges of bare stone separated by hollows carpeted with a thin 
layer of earth. The ridges were naturally ill adapted to camp- 
ing, and the cup hollows speedily filled up with water until they 
became most creditable little marshes. Often we hunted for 
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an hour or so before we could find any sort of a spot to pitch 
our tent. As for a fire, it was a matter of chopping down dead 
trees large enough to have remained dry inside, of armfuls of 
birch bark, and of the patient drying out, by repeated ignition, 
of enough fuel to cook very simple meals. Of course we could 
have kept a big fire going easily enough, but we were traveling 
steadily and had not the time for that. In these trying circum- 
stances Dick showed that, no matter how much of a tenderfoot 
he might be, he was game enough under stress. 

But to return to our pleasant afternoon. While you are con- 
suming the supper you will hang over some water to heat for 
the dish-washing, and the dish-washing you will attend to the 
moment you have finished eating. Do not commit the fallacy 
of sitting down for a little rest. Better finish the job com- 
pletely while you are about it. You will appreciate leisure so 
much more later. In lack of a wash-rag you will find that a 
bunch of tall grass bent double makes an ideal swab. 

Now brush the flies from your tent, drop the mosquito-proof 
lining, and enjoy yourself. The whole task, from first to last, 
has consumed but a little over an hour. And you are through 
for the day. In the woods, as nowhere else, you will earn your 
leisure only by forethought. Make no move until you know 
it follows the line of greatest economy. To putter is to wallow 
in endless desolation. If you cannot move directly and swiftly 
and certainly along the line of least resistance in everything 
you do, take a guide with you; you are not of the woods 
people. You will never enjoy doing for yourself, for your days 
will be crammed with unending labor. 

It is but a little after seven. The long crimson shadows of 
the North Country are lifting across the aisles of the forest. 
You sit on a log, or lie on your back, and blow contented clouds 
straight up into the air. Nothing can disturb you now. The 
wilderness is yours, for you have taken from it the essentials 
of primitive civilization, shelter, warmth, and food. An 
hour ago a rainstorm would have been a minor catastrophe. 
Now you do not care. Blow high, blow low, you have made 
for yourself an abiding-place, so that the signs of the sky are 
less important to you than to the city dweller who wonders 
if he should take an umbrella. From your doorstep you can 
look placidly out on the great unknown. The noises of the 
forest draw close about you their circle of mystery, but the 
circle cannot break upon you, for here you have conjured the 
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homely sounds of kettle and crackling flame to keep ward. 
Thronging down through the twilight steal the jealous wood- 
land shadows, awful in the sublimity of the Silent Places, but 
at the sentry outposts of your fire-lit trees they pause like wild 
animals, hesitating to advance. The wilderness, untamed, 
dreadful at night, is all about; but this one little spot you have 
reclaimed. Here is something before unknown to the eerie 
spirits of the woods. As you sleepily knock the ashes from 
the pipe, you look about on the familiar scene with accustomed 
satisfaction. You are at home. 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. Mention the various meanings the word camp connotes. 

2. Describe the habits of the most skilled camper you know. 

3. What amusing or distressing experiences have you had because you 
were ignorant of the ways of camping? 

4. What values do you attach to a knowledge of woodcraft ? 

5. What qualities were developed in your ancestors by their pioneering 
experiences? Where in America may one live the life of a pioneer? 
How many boys of your acquaintance are resourceful enough to main- 
tain existence if the pioneering life were forced upon them? 

6. What out-of-door experiences of your own have been recalled by 
this essay ? 

7. Name ten books dealing with nature and life away from civilization 
which you have enjoyed. 

8. How has the author “ put you there” in his closing paragraph P 


- SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. Wood Smoke at Twilight. 

. Noises of the Night. 

. Some Camps I Have Known. 

. Sleeping out of Doors. 

“Do not Unpack Your Tent.” 

. A Tenderfoot in the Woods. 

. Preparing a Dinner in the Open. 

. A Harrowing Camping Experience. 
. Before-Breakfast Ill-Humors. 


OMI AUBRWDH 


ROBERT CORTES HOLLIDAY 


A cHampion bicycle rider at sixteen in his native Indianapolis — such 
was the early triumph of Mr. Robert Cortes Holliday (b. 1880). For 
the rest of his career one may well quote Mr. Christopher Morley: “ That 
triumph, however, was not permanently satisfying, for he came to New 
York in 1899 to study art; lived for a while, precariously, as an illustra- 
tor; worked for several years as a bookseller in Charles Scribner’s retail 
store, and passed through all sorts of curious jobs on Grub Street, among 
others book reviewer on the Tribune and Times. He was editor of 
the Bookman after that magazine was taken over by the George H. Doran 
Company, and retired to the genteel dignity of ‘ contributing editor’ in 
1920, to obtain leisure for more writing of his own. 

“Mr. Holliday,” adds Mr. Morley, “ has the genuine gift of the per- 
sonal essay, mellow, fluent, and pleasantly eccentric. His Walking-Stick 
Papers, Broome Street Straws, Turns about Towns, and Peeps at People, 
have that charming rambling humor that descends to him from his 
masters in this art, Hazlitt and Thackeray.” 


On Carrying a Cane * 


SoME people, without doubt, are born with a deep instinct 
for carrying a cane; some consciously acquire the habit of 
carrying a cane; and some find themselves in a position where 
the matter of carrying a cane is thrust upon them. 

Canes are carried in all parts of the world, and have been 
carried — or that which was the forefather of them has been 
carried — since human history began. Indeed, a very fair ac- 
count of mankind might be made by writing the story of its 
canes. And nothing that would readily occur to mind would 
more eloquently express a civilization than its evident attitude 
toward canes. Perhaps nothing can more subtly convey the 
psychology of a man than his feeling about a cane. 

The prehistoric ape, we are justified in assuming, struggled 
upright upon a cane. The cane, so to speak, with which 
primitive man wooed his bride, defended his life, liberty, and 
pursuit of happiness, and brought down his food, was (like all 
canes which are in good taste) admirably chosen for the occa- 
sion. The spear, the stave, the pilgrim’s staff, the sword, the 
scepter — always has the cane-carrying animal borne some- 
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thing in his hand. And, down the long vista of the past, the 
cane, in its various manifestations, has ever been the mark of 
strength, and so of dignity. Thus as a man originally became 

a gentleman, or a king, by force of valor, the cane in its evolu- 
tion has ever been the symbol of a superior caste. 

A man cannot do manual labor carrying a cane. And it 
would be a moral impossibility for one of servile state—a 
butler, for instance, or a ticket-chopper — to present himself 
in the réle of his occupation ornamented with a cane. One 
held in custody would not be permitted to appear before a 
magistrate flaunting a cane. Until the stigma which attaches 
to his position may be erased he would be shorn of this mark 
of nobility, the cane. 

Canes are now carried mostly by the very youthful and the 
very aged, the powerful, the distinguished, the patrician, the 
self-important, and those who fancy to exalt themselves. Some, 
to whom this privilege is denied during the week by their fear 
of adverse public opinion, carry canes only on Sundays and 
holidays. By this it is shown that on these days they are their 
own masters. 

Custom as to carrying canes varies widely in different parts 
of the world; but it may be taken as a general maxim that 
the farther west you go the less you see of canes. The instinct 
for carrying a cane is more natural in old civilizations, where 
the tradition is of ancient growth, than in newer ones, where 
frequently a cane is regarded as the sign of an effete character. 
As we have been saying, canes, we all feel, have an affinity 
with the idea of an aristocracy. If you do not admit that the 
idea of an aristocracy is a good one, then doubtless you are 
down on canes. It is interesting to observe that canes have 
flourished at all especially chivalrous periods and in all espe- 
cially chivalrous communities. No illustrator would portray a 
young planter of the Old South without his cane; and that 
fragrant old-school figure, a southern “ Colonel,” without his 
cane is inconceivable. Canes connote more or less leisure. 
They convey a subtle insinuation of some degree of culture. 

Our distinguished grandfathers carried canes, frequently 
handsome gold-headed ones, especially if they were ministers, 
Bishops, or “ Presiding Elders”; when, in those mellow times, 
it was the custom for a congregation to present its minister 
with a gold-headed cane duly inscribed. Our fathers of some 
consequence carried canes of a gentlemanly pattern, often ones 
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with ivory handles. Though in the days when those of us now 
sometime grown were small one had to have arrived at the 
dignity of at least middle-age before it was seemly for one to 
carry a cane. In England, however, and particularly at Eton, 
it has long been a common practice for small aristocrats to 
affect canes. 

The dandies, fops, exquisites, and beaux of picturesque and 
courtly ages were, of course, very partial to canes, and some- 
times wore them attached to the wrist by a thong. It has been 
the custom of the Surgeon of the King of England to carry a 
“ Gold Headed Cane.” ‘This cane has been handed down to 
the various incumbents of this office since the days of Dr. 
John Radcliffe, who was the first holder of the cane. It has 
been used for two hundred years or more by the greatest physi- 
cians and surgeons in the world, who succeeded to it. “ The 
Gold Headed Cane” was adorned by a cross-bar at the top 
instead of a knob. The fact is explained by Munk, in that 
Radcliffe, the first owner, was a rule unto himself and possibly 
preferred this device as a mark of distinction beyond the knob 
used by physicians in general. Men of genius now and then 
have found in their choice of a cane an opportunity for the 
play of their eccentricity, such a celebrated cane being the tall 
wand of Whistler. Among the relics of great men preserved 
in museums for the inspiration of the people canes generally 
are to be found. We have all looked upon the cane of George 
Washington at Mount Vernon and the walking-stick of Carlyle 
in Cheyne Walk. And is each not eloquent of the man who 
cherished it? 

Freak canes are displayed here and there by persons of a 
pleasantly bizarre turn of mind: canes encased in the hide of 
an elephant’s tail, canes that have been intricately carven by 
some Robinson Crusoe, or canes of various other such species 
of curiosity. There is a veteran New York journalist who will 
be glad to show any student of canes one which he prizes highly 
that was made from the limb of a tree upon which a friend 
of his was hanged. In our age of handy inventions a type of 
cane is manufactured in combination with an umbrella. 

Canes are among the useful properties of the theater. He 
would be a decidedly incomplete villain who did not carry a 
cane. Imaginative literature is rich in canes. Who ever heard 
of a fairy godmother without a cane? Who with any feeling 
for terror has not been startled by the tap, tap of the cane of 
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old Pew in Treasure Island? There is an awe and a pathos 
in canes, too, for they are the light to blind men. And 
the romance of canes is further illustrated in this: they, with 
rags and the wallet, have been among the traditional accou- 
terments of beggars, the insignia of the “dignity springing 
from the very depth of desolation; as to be naked is to be 
so much nearer to the being a man, than to go in livery.” 
J. M. Barrie was so fond of an anecdote of a cane that he 
employed it several times in his earlier fiction. This was the 
story of a young man who had a cane with a loose knob, which 
in society he would slyly shake so that it tumbled off, when he 
would exclaim: “ Yes, that cane is like myself; it always loses 
its head in the presence of ladies.” 

Canes have figured prominently in humor. The Irishman’s 
shillelagh was for years a conspicuous feature of the comic 
press. And there will instantly come to everyone’s mind that 
immortal passage in “ Tristram Shandy.” Trim is discoursing 
upon life and death: 

“ Are we not here now, continued the Corporal (striking the 
end of his stick perpendicularly upon the floor, so as to give 
an idea of health and stability) — and are we not (dropping 
his hat upon the ground) gone! in a moment! — ’Twas in- 
finitely striking! Susannah burst into a flood of tears.” 

Canes are not absent from poetry. Into your ears already 
has come the refrain of “ The Last Leaf”: 


And totters o’er the ground, 
With his cane. 


And, doubtless, floods of instances of canes that the world will 
not willingly let die will occur to one upon a moment’s re- 
flection. 

Canes are inseparable from art. All artists carry them; and 
the poorer the artist the more attached is he to his cane. Canes 
are indispensable to the simple vanity of the Bohemian. One 
of the most memorable drawings of Steinlen depicts the quaint 
soul of a child of the Latin Quarter: an elderly Bohemian, very 
much frayed, advances wreathed in the sunshine of his bou- 
tonniére and cane. Canes are invariably an accompaniment of 
learning. Sylvester Bonnard would of course not be without 
his cane; nor would any other true bookworm, as may be seen 
any day in the reading-room of the British Museum and of the 
New York Public Library. It is, indeed, indisputable that 
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canes, more than any other article of dress, are peculiarly re- 
lated to the mind. There is an old book-seller on Fourth 
Avenue whose clothes when he dies, like the boots of Michel- 
angelo, probably will require to be pried loose from him, so 
incessantly has he worn them within the memory of man. : 
None has ever looked upon him in the open air without his 
cane. And is not that emblem of omniscience and authority, 
the schoolmaster’s ferule, directly of the cane family? So 
large has the cane loomed in the matter of chastisement that 
the word cane has become a verb, to cane. 

Women as well as men play their part in the colorful story 
of the cane. The shepherdess’s crook might be regarded as the 
precursor of canes for ladies. In Merrie Engand in the age 
when the May-pole flourished it was fashionable, we know from 
pictures, for comely misses and grandes dames to sport tall 
canes mounted with silver or gold and knotted with a bow of 
ribbon. The dowager duchess of romantic story has always 
appeared leaning upon her cane. Do not we so see the rich 
aunt of Rawden Crawley? And Mr. Walpole’s Duchess of 
Wrexe, certainly, was supported in her domination of the old 
order of things by a cane. The historic old croons of our own 
early days smoked a clay or a corn-cob pipe and went bent 
upon a cane. 

In England today it is swagger for women to carry sticks — 
in the country. And here the thoughtful spectator of the hu- 
man scene notes a nice point. It is not etiquette, according 
to English manners, for a woman to carry a cane in town. 
Some American ladies who admire and would emulate English 
customs have not been made acquainted with this delicate 
nuance of taste, and so are very unfashionable when they would 
be ultra-fashionable. 

Anybody returning from the Alps should bring back an Al- 
pine stock with him; everyone who has visited Ireland upon 
his return has presented some close friend with a blackthorn 
stick; nobody has made a walking tour of England without an 
ash stick. In London all adult males above the rank of costers 
carry “ sticks”; in New York sticks are customary with many 
who would be ashamed to assume them did they live in the 
Middle West, where the infrequent sticks to be seen upon the 
city streets are in many cases the sign of transient mummers. 
And yet it is a curious fact that in communities where the stick 
is conspicuously absent from the streets it is commonly dis- 
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played in show-windows, in company with cheap suits and de- 
cidedly loud gloves. Another odd circumstance is this: trashy 
little canes hawked by sidewalk venders generally appear with 
the advent of toy balloons for sale on days of big parades. 

In Jamaica, Long Island, the visitor would probably see 
canes in the hands only of prosperous colored gentlemen. And 
than this fact probably nothing throws more light on the win- 
ning nature of the colored race, and on the character and 
function of canes. In San Francisco — but the adequate story, 
the Sartor Resartus— the World as Canes, remains to be 
written. 

This, of course, is the merest essay into this vast and sig- 
nificant subject. 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. What is meant by the expression “a visiting mind”? Does it 
describe the author of this essay? Name some other essayists it might 
well describe. 

2. What quotation underlies the first paragraph? How does it add 
to your pleasure in reading to recognize quotations? Find other exam- 
ples in this essay. 

3. “A very fair account of mankind might be made by writing the 
story of its canes.” Discuss. Substitute other words for the word canes 
in that sentence. 

4. “ The cane in its evolution has even been the symbol of a superior 
caste.” Discuss. 

5. Comment on the amount of material assembled by the author for 
this essay. Suggest other subjects for familiar essays. 

6. Name places in literature, art, or history where you have met the 
cane. 

7. “ Temperamentally, Holliday is one with Lamb and Stevenson.” 
Discuss. 

8. Read from the author’s Walking-Stick Papers the following: 
“Caun’t Speak the Language,” “ Help Wanted — Male, Female,” “On 
Going a Journey,” “Why Men Can’t Read Novels by Women,” 
“As to People,” “The Dessert of Life.” 


SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. On Carrying Bundles. 

. On Wearing New Shoes. 

. On Seeing My Name in Print. 
. On Second Thoughts. 

. On Entertaining a Baby. 

. On Family Expectations, 

. Ultra-Fashionable Fads. 

. Fashions Thrust upon Me. 
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CHARLES S. BROOKS 


Mr. Cuar_LEs STEPHEN Brooks (b. 1878) is an extremely popular essayist 
and writer of travel books. Chimney Pot Papers, There’s Pippins and 
Cheese to Come, are titles of his collections of essays, and among his 
travel books are A Thread of English Road and Hints to Pilgrims. 
His works are published either by the Yale Press or by Harcourt, Brace 
and Co. 

He is also deeply interested in the theater, and at his own expense 
built a little theater in Cleveland, where he lives. It has become one 
of the most flourishing of its kind in the country. 

For fifteen years Mr. Brooks worked in the family firm, Brooks and 
Co., printers, but he retired in 1915 because he wanted leisure in which 
to write essays. This desire to write grew in him slowly. At Yale he 
Was an omnivorous reader, but did little writing. He was content, he 
says, with “eating, drinking, and being merry.” He plays golf, but 
there are no cups on his mantel. 


To Be Read Only by Serious Stupid Persons 


Norturtne, I repeat, can exceed my astonishment of a month 
ago when, on a visit by invitation to a college president at his 
office, I was asked to conduct a class in composition — essays, 
stories, the carpentry of plays, things like that. 

I am still young enough to be afraid of a college president, 
who seems in general to be rather a cold storage for the icv 
fruits of culture. Nor have I forgotten a certain occasion of 
alarm in my student davs at such a summons. As J rung the 
doorbell last month a dim fancy flashed unon me that again 
my marks were down. Was I warned in French, or had Alge- 
bra risen as of old to plague me? Perhaps I was to lose my 
room on the campus for some misdemeanor. Time was when 
such a disgrace lay on me. I must betray the almost forgotten 
sins of youth. 


Fancy, then, my relief and astonishment when I was invited 
to conduct a class in the university. I, whose memory still 
stung with the birch, was to wield the birch myself; and I pray 
that I may not descend to vicarious revenge. 

In what way does one go about a task of teaching and how 
may one prepare? Many years ago, for one day only, I was a 
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substitute instructor in a Sunday school; but then a leaflet was 
handed out with the lesson set. I had only to brush up on the 
golden text and use a long pointer on the map, as harder mat- 
ters were handled by the superintendent in his address at the 
end. But now, with two months before me for preparation, I 
do not know which way to turn. The faculty left within a 
few days of my appointment, and I was alone to sweat upon 
the problem. 

I bought a book or so, but fouled myself in unnecessary rules 
and then escaped to Europe dragging my burden with me. 
Like the hag of a story-book I am bent under a sack of 
troubles. 

It will be terrifying, when we open in September, to see a 
row of eager faces shining with expectation that I have a secret 
to make their writing easy, to see pencils poised for a word of 
wisdom as if I were a balloon of hottest gas and would pres- 
ently loose the windy vent; still more terrifying to behold a 
general nodding of curly heads or snapping after flies. This 
last, with a rubber band, is a harmless sport for a drowsy stu- 
dent and tends to rid the room of pests, but I must now forget 
how it was once my solace and frown upon the custom. I 
used, also, through a sleepy hour of the English poets, to draw 
lines slantwise on my book, twisting them about to avoid cut- 
ting any word; and these lines to me were a railroad in a 
rolling country and it was a trick to choose the shortest course 
of easy curve. If a decasyllable rose like a mountain across 
a necessary path I dug a tunnel. It is nonsense, however, I 
shall deny my students. 

Suppose I run dry before the hour is out! Here on the sands 
of England I can compose a speech that will last the afternoon. 
I can swing my arms in expressive gesture and find apt refer- 
ences at will. But before my class, in my hot embarrassment, 
my flowery periods may shrivel to fifteen minutes. How do 
teachers fill the gap? Do they scrawl headings on their cuffs? 
Do they lead a song to fill the empty portion of the dawdling 
hour? Or will it be possible to stir the clock to a livelier pace? 
“My dear young ladies,” I shall say, “consult for a moment 
the blackboard at the rear! ” And then when their backs are 
turned, perhaps I may lunge forward secretly to push ahead 
the minute hand. 

And in those golden days of October when the trees are ripe 
with frost and the wind whistles a shrewd invitation from the 
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north, how shall I hold their truant thoughts indoors, prisoners 
to my droning voice? 

Will I be asked hard questions? I must look up metaphor 
and simile. And certainly I must thumb around my grammar 
to find what an anacoluthon is. It might pop out and bite me 
any morning. Metonymy! There’s a tough old customer. 
And synecdoche! I had thought that I would never need that 
word again when I dismissed it so many years ago. And 
would and should are like a pair of twins who have lost their 
ribbons. 

In my own writing I say in turn these last two words aloud 
and my ear makes the choice by an uninstructed instinct; just 
as I find a bass in a chorus by trying all the pitches until I 
slip to a level that doesn’t hurt. To this harmonious rumble I 
add now and then an upward quaver that does much toward 
stifling the shrill and unwholesome flutings of the tenor; but 
can a classroom run unfettered on careless instinct? 

Shall I follow Falstaff in my class and decline to give rea- 
sons on compulsion though they be as plentiful as blackberries? 
My students must look up these things themselves, I shall say, 
so that they will (or is it shall?) stick better in the memory. 
It will be best to scorn all definitions, to booh at these hard 
questions, and inform my class, thank God, that we have 
passed the primer. 

I may as well confess at the very outset that style cannot be 
taught, that its best masters have taught themselves. A teach- 
er’s finger never wagged at Shakespeare. It was the hard 
practice of the world that laid its instructive birch across his 
shoulders. And how little we know of the methods of genius 
or even of talent! Did Lear drag word by word with continual 
mending, or did it brawl firsthand from a running pen? Were 
the “ Spectator Papers ” patched and polished through succes- 
sive midnights or flung breathless to the printer’s devil? Bar- 
chester, I have said, was written on Trollope’s knee in railway 
carriages, and Dickens composed his “ Pickwick Papers” 
largely to the jolting of a hackney cab; but were these bounc- 
ing sentences never set afterwards to a smoother order? Was 
Thackeray’s writing as facile as it sounds? William Dean 
Howells once told me that, after his first book, he never re- 
wrote a novel; but is his memory to be entirely trusted? Now 
and then there is an exquisite page that was surely whittled. 
It is said that easy writing makes hard reading, and with equal 
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emphasis the polished sentence is decried for its too apparent 
artifice. 

Stevenson has, in a measure, admitted us to his confidence. 
On his excursions he put a notebook in his pocket and wove the 
scenery into words, but it was by rewriting, as he confesses, 
that he learned the mastery of words. There is hardly another 
modern writer who has so tinkered the mosaic of a sentence, 
and his sedulous ape is the most familiar beast in the literary 
zoo. And yet, if we try to follow the detail of his confession, 
his answers are as baffling as the juggler’s explanation when he 
tucks back his cuffs and tells how he took the kicking rabbit 
from his hat. A friend of mine who practices to write a novel 
never reads an author who might affect his style; yet I myself 
believe in the schooling of the sedulous ape if finally one es- 
capes from imitation and takes a free diploma at the end. 
There are as many methods as there are writers. We can know 
at most that all of them served a solitary apprenticeship out- 
side the class room. Nor are the drugs of Coleridge and De 
Quincey any clue. It is an old story that Steele toiled at his 
Christian Hero with his head bandaged against his last night’s 
cup, but the practice seldom makes a masterpiece, and I shall 
not commend it to my class. 

All of these fellows of the ink pot, when writing their auto- 
biographies, would serve material for our schooling if they 
printed generous pages of the choicer paragraphs with marks 
of erasure and correction. Ripening versions of the Grecian 
Urn, for example, would give us a hint or so to mend our own 
verse. We could rummage, as it were, in Walter Pater’s waste- 
basket and study his struggle to perfection. And to smooth out 
the succession of his rising triumph would be of better use than 
the study of any treatise on style. Crippled sentences would 
acquire bit by bit an easy grace and speed which, in the final 
reading, we might swear were of swift impromptu. 

With such hope I have examined the manuscripts that lie 
open in museums; but they are too perfect, and I suspect that 
they were copied fair, ironed and smoothed for the printer with 
all the tangle of the margin dusted clear. Work done, they 
have put on a white collar for the party, when I had hoped to 
find them sweating in their overalls. And I therefore suggest 
that famous authors, when they bequeath their manuscripts to 
some great gallery, throw their early mangled copies in the 
bundle with all their blots and changes, so that students after 
them may learn how the cadence of their pages rose. 
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It is to the point that in a life of Shakespeare written lately 
by J. Q. Adams there is offered a page of somewhat tangled 
alterations as possibly in the autograph of Shakespeare — a 
page from a play of another author tinkered for the Globe. 
But the writing is so foul to a modern eye that a layman cannot 
read it, and so the lesson fails. 

There are some things, however, that may be taught in class; 
and I thought I might instruct ‘my students in a thrifty use of 
adjectives, inasmuch as most beginners hang them on every 
noun and choose to think that a very high mountain is really 
taller than a mountain. Perhaps I might bar them from the 
use of any adjectives to rouse their ingenuity to find a noun that 
needs no padding. After a thrifty season, an adjective now and 
then might be allowed them like a single pancake in convales- 
cence. 

An artificial stretching of vocabulary is not to be urged; for 
the number of words employed, for purposes of style, is a sec- 
ondary matter. It is their quality and fine use that are needed 
most. Nor may students exult when they have found a hard 
word to express their thought. For, in the first place, hard 
words make hard reading. Beneath their weight a sentence 
staggers like a man with a bag of coal. It is usually a pattern 
of easy words that gives a sentence grace, and any octosyllabic 
explosion blows the thought quite off its track. But secondly, 
and of more importance, hard words have mostly been coined 
for a special use and their meaning is narrow and scientific. 
They stiffen a paragraph to a formula. They smell unpleas- 
antly of the laboratory and the schoolroom. 

But common words have grown up with the language. They 
have been bartered back and forth until they are loaded with 
experience and association. With them life has been measured 
for a thousand years. To them cling both joy and sadness. 
Each century has left a deposit on them. Their very meaning 
has shifted back and forth as fashions change. Democracy or 
despotism, city or country preference, farce or tragedy, youth 
or age, power or slavery, reverence or contempt, have set them 
to different uses. They have lived in triumph and adversity, 
in gutter and palace. They have been both truth and jest and 
have starved and feasted. Sometimes they have started life 
poor and out at elbow, but have come to better fortune; or, 
fed in youth from a golden spoon, they have sunk to poverty. 

With these common words children have been taught a lesson 
at their mother’s knee, with them they have been sung to sleep. 
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A million books have been made of them, and the far-off hum 
of cities is the thick fabric of their use. They have lulled multi- 
tudes to obedience, and rebellion has been stirred by them. 
At their sound Saxon and Roman set up their standards. By 
them London Tower was built. They have been shouted in 
medieval streets. Ladies have listened to their song and have 
confessed their love to the silly moon. With them the Magna 
Charta was signed and the Armada fought. They crossed the 
seas in the stormy Mayflower and set up their stockade against 
the Indians. Their common use has built America. These 
common words defy exact definition because they mean so 
much. They contain a hundred elusive overtones of racial ex- 
perience and recollection. A secret of style is to make this 
overtone a servant to the thought. 

Sometimes, it is true, they seem shabby at the seam, and 
worn and rubbed. And yet it is usually their partnership 
with other words that is threadbare. An adjective and noun, 
like a fretting family, have been hitched together until both 
their backs are sore. But freed from one another for a season 
each regains its freshness. For words themselves — old com- 
mon words— do not wear out. Let but a master use them 
and they shine at a dozen facets. It is the base kitchen word 
that is the surest timber for a sonnet, but it must divorce itself 
from stale and spotted company. The babble of vulgar tongues 
can be made the trumpet of shrewd persuasion if only its art is 
studied. 

Words must do more than fit the sense. They must, also, 
please the ear; for in prose as well as verse there is a kind of 
cadence, although of a different and more liberal sort. If this 
cadence falls to monotonous singsong it palls like a second 
spoon of honey, and prose therefore must know how to break 
its melody with comely discord. Verse holds like a dancer to 
his waltz, but the feet of prose must move in a looser measure 
and ignore the insistent drum. Yet a dim cadence demands an 
accent here and there and a word must be discarded if it does 
not show the necessary stress. It would be good practice to 
take a page of excellent prose and by the substitution of words 
of equal meaning and different stress see how its ease and grace 
depart. 

In prose, also, as well as verse, the ear discriminates among 
the vowels and consonants. They must lie in untiring sequence 
without hammering on a single letter. A word, for example, 
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that overloads a sentence with the letter “s ” must be aban- 
doned even if Webster affirms that its meaning fits precisely to 
the niche. In these cases the ear must sit as an equal partner 
with the reason. 

There is a loose uncomely kind of sentence that never shoots 
at the mark but wanders like a sniffing dog. This is bred by 
our newspapers and is the offspring of haste and disordered 
thinking. I know of no better ridicule of this than a chapter 
of Quiller-Couch’s Art of Writing entitled “ Jargon ”; and this 
chapter I shall ram down my students’ gullets until they gag. 

There is a false instruction that recommends solely an Anglo- 
Saxon word. For the glory of English is its rich theft from 
many languages, and it is a narrow democracy of letters that 
challenges the family of a word and inquires too closely by 
what steerage it came to us. And I have observed that many 
writers who in theory decry a word that is derived from Latin 
are the first to be off their guard and use it. 

But chiefly I shall impress upon my students that writing 
reflects the brain, and that the beauty and clarity of words 
arise from a beauty and clarity of thought and judgment. Nor 
can water be pumped from an empty well. It is by the study 
of great books and by experience of life that they can learn to 
write. And then a whole world opens to their expression. 

Youth is but half itself if it gropes not blindly in a maze of 
thought, if it stretch not to grasp the moon; and it shall be my 
labor to discover in its unskilled utterance this world that is 
too tremendous to be tied within the logic of an apprenticed 
sentence. On such paragraphs, however loosely they ramble to 
an ineffective end, I shall not lay a sacrilegious finger, because 
I know that the glory of the sunrise lies unexpressed sometimes 
behind the mist of words. Some day, when their apprentice- 
ship is past, may these glittering peaks still remain to give color 
to thoughts that the years perhaps have dulled. Any practiced 
writer of mature age remembers his early effort; and, although 
the reward of his youthful labor filled only a feverish and silly 
page, he knows with what sharp reality he worked. He is 
lucky if the old fire still warms him when his schooling has 
progressed through twenty years. A better chapter, now, that 
runs in comprehensive order, is a tamer cousin to the youth 
that stood bewildered and ineffective on the heights. Once, 
under the romantic moon of Heidelberg, I wrote a story of 
a king’s jester and of lovers that sighed upon the midnight. 
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The manuscript, the very plot, is gone; but in my silly memory 
it quite tops what I have written since. 

And so now, here, on the sands of Shanklin, I argue in fancy 
with my class and guide them by sweet persuasion. Already I 
see myself a person of some dignity, moving with solemn step 
across the campus with a black bag that contains my papers, 
while freshmen stand aside to courtesy. I shall converse with 
the president almost as an equal. And when October has 
burned the fruits of earth and the wind vainly whistles its 
invitation from the north, I shall sit snug within my class room 
in fearful state behind my birch. I shall commune with the 
masters of the past and guide my students on the flowery paths 
of culture. 


And now perhaps my gambling friends have lost their last 


shilling on the metal horses that race on Shanklin’s pier and 
we may go to lunch. 


QUESTIONS AND EXERCISES 


1. Where does the author show sympathy for the point of view of 
the student? Understanding for the problems of the teacher? 

2. Did his interesting enumeration of forgotten facts remind you of 
ones you had learned and joyfully forgotten? What? 

3. How did you learn what you know about writing? Discuss the 
statement that “style cannot be taught.” Why is this true? 

4. Read Stevenson’s “ A College Magazine” and find his explanation 
of how he learned to write. 

5. Does your best writing come through careful revision? 

6. What suggestions would you make to the high school student who 
wishes to learn to write for the school publications? 

7. Discuss: “thrifty use of adjectives”; “artificial stretching of 
vocabulary ”; “common words”; “the glory of English is its rich 
theft from many languages.” 


SUBJECTS FOR COMPOSITION 


. Sleepy Hours in the Classroom. 

. When the Lecture Bores Me. 

. Hard Questions I Have Been Asked. 
. Unfettered Classrooms. 

“Beasts in the Literary Zoo.” 

. Staggering Sentences. 

Jargon. 

My Maiden Effort. 

. School Knowledge to Be Joyfully Forgotten. 
. The Beauty of Common Words. 

. When My Story Was Printed. 
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OTHER ESSAYS BY THESE AUTHORS 


Nore. — Titles given in quotation marks in the following list are of 
separate essays. Titles of volumes appear in italics. 


Francis BACON 


“Of Discourse ” 

“Of Youth and Age” 

“Of Dispatch ” 

“Of Revenge ” 

“Of Wisdom for a Man’s Self” 
“Of Great Place” 


Essays (Charles Scribner’s Sons) 


Joun Kenprick BANGS 


“A Clearing House for Poets” 
“Progressive Waffles ” 
“Tn Which Yellow Journalism Creeps In ” 


The Dreamers, A Club (Harper and Brothers) 
Inventions of the Idiot (Harper and Brothers) 


ARNOLD BENNETT 


“What ‘Living’ Chiefly Is” 

“ Amateurs in the Art of Living” 
“Taking Oneself for Granted” 

“ Habit-forming by Concentration” 
“Success and Failure ” 

“The Daily Miracle ” 

“ Controlling the Mind ” 
‘Expressing One’s Individuality ” 
“Settling Down in Life” 


The Human Machine (George H. Doran Company) 
How to Live on Twenty-Four Hours a Day 
(George H. Doran Company) 
Books and Persons (George H. Doran Company) 
Things That Have Interested Me (George H. Doran Company) 
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Cartes S. Brooks 


“On Going Afoot ” 

“On Spending a Holiday ” 
“The Chimney Pots” 

“On Playing the Trombone ” 
“On Going to the Movies ” 
“ Like Summer’s Cloud ” 

“ Hints for Scholars ” 


Chimney-Pot Papers (Yale University Press) : 

There’s Pippins and Cheese to Come (Yale University Press) 
Hints to Pilgrims (Yale University Press) 

A Thread of English Road (Harcourt, Brace and Company) 
Like Summer’s Cloud (Harcourt, Brace and Company) 


Herywoop Broun 


“Buying a Farm” 
“Holding a Baby ” 


Seeing Things at Night (Harcourt, Brace and Company) 
Pieces of Hate (George H. Doran Company) 


GrsBert K. CHESTERTON 


“Lamp-Posts ” 

“On Pigs as Pets” 

“More Thoughts on Christmas ” 
“The Man Who Thinks Backwards” 
“ Wishes ” 

“ Duties of the Historian ” 

“On Historical Novels ” 

“Tennyson ” 

“Oliver Twist ” 


The Uses of Diversity (Dodd, Mead & Company) 
Alarms and Discursions (Dodd, Mead & Company) 
Tremendous Trifles (Dodd, Mead & Company) 

All Things Considered (Dodd, Mead & Company) 


JosEpH ConrRAD 


“Overdue and Missing ” 

“The Grip of the Land” 

“The Heroic Age” 

“Some Reflections on the Loss of the Titanic” 
“A Familiar Preface ” 


Notes on Life and Letters (Doubleday, Page and Company) 
The Mirror of the Sea (Doubleday, Page and Company) 
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SAMUEL McCHorp CROTHERS 


“The Evolution of the Gentleman ” 
“The Gentle Reader ” 

“ Among Friends ” 

“The Honorable Points of Ignorance ” 
“The Mission of Humor” 


The Gentle Reader (Houghton Mifflin Company) 
Among Friends (Houghton Mifflin Company) 
Humanly Speaking (Houghton Mifflin Company) 


RatpH WaLpo Emerson 


“ Compensation ” 

“ Character ” 

“ Heroism ” 

“ Friendship ” 

“Manners ” 

“ Gifts ” 

“ Napoleon: Or the Man of the World ” 


Essays, First and Second Series, and Representative Men 
(Harcourt, Brace and Company) .- 
Essays, 2 vols. (Houghton Mifflin Company) 


BENJAMIN FRANKLIN 


“The Whistle ” 
“On Human Vanity ” 
“Causes of American Discontents Before 1768 ” 


JoHN GALSWORTHY 


“ Anglo-American Drama and Its Future” 
“ Reverie of a Sportsman ” 


A Sheaf (Charles Scribner’s Sons) 
Another Sheaf (Charles Scribner’s Sons) 
Inn of Tranquillity (Charles Scribner’s Sons) 


KENNETH GRAHAME 


“Tts Walls Were as of Jasper” 
“On a Secret Drawer ” 

“Dies Irae” 

“The Twenty-First of October” 
“ Loafing ” 

“The Romance of the Road” 


Dream Days (Dodd, Mead and Company) 
Pagan Papers (Dodd, Mead & Company) 
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Davin GRAYSON 


“Of Good and Evil Odours ” 

“Follow Your Nose” : 
“Places of Retirement ” 

“The Mowing ” 

“J Buy a Farm” 


Great Possessions (Doubleday, Page and Company) 
Adventures in Contentment (Doubleday, Page and Company) 
Adventures in Friendship (Doubleday, Page and Company) 
The Friendly Road (Doubleday, Page and Company) 


Larcapio HEARN 


“My First Day in the Orient ” 
“Tn a Japanese Garden ” 
“The Household Shrine ” 
“Two Strange Festivals ” 


Glimpses of Unfamiliar Japan, Vols. I and II 
(Houghton Mifflin Company) 
Kokoro (Houghton Mifflin Company) 
Out of the East (Houghton Mifflin Company) 
Fantastics and Other Fancies (Houghton Mifflin Company) 


RosBert Cortes HoLitmay 


“You Are an American ” j 

“Why Men Can’t Read Novels by Women” 
“The Dessert of Life” 

“Caun’t Speak the Language ” 

“Help Wanted — Male, Female ” 

“On Eating Dinner” 

“As to Visits ” 

“As to People ” 


Walking-Stick Papers (George H. Doran Company) 
Broome Street Straws (George H. Doran Company) 


OLIveR WENDELL HotmeEs 


“Table Talk” 

“Bread and the Newspaper ” 

“The Seasons ” 

“The Physiology of Walking ” 

. ne Last Walk with the Schoolmistress ” 
ris 


The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table 


(Houghton Mifflin Com 
The Professor at the Breakfast Table ore 


(Houghton Mifflin Company) 
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Over the Teacups (Houghton Mifflin Company) 
Pages from an Odd Volume of Life 
(Houghton Mifflin Company) 


WASHINGTON IRVING 


“The Mutability of Literature ” 
“Westminster Abbey ” 

“The Court of Lions” 

“The Hall of Ambassadors ” 
“English Writers on America ” 
“Christmas Day ” 

“Christmas Eve ” 

“* Stratford-on-Avon ” 


The Alhambra (The Macmillan Company) 
The Sketch Book (E. P. Dutton and Company) 


Rupyarp KIpPLinG 


“ Across a Continent ” 

“ How I Struck Chicago and How Chicago Struck Me” 
“An Interview with Mark Twain” 

“Tndependence.” (Read the complete essay.) 


Letters of Travel (Doubleday, Page and Company) 
From Sea to Sea (Doubleday, Page and Company) 


CHarLEs LAMB 


“ Distant Correspondents ” 

“ Mackery End, in Hertfordshire ” 
“Dream Children: a Reverie ” 
“Old China ” 

“A Chapter on Ears” 

“Mrs. Battle’s Opinions on Whist ” 
“Poor Relations ” 

“The New and Old Schoolmaster ” 


Essays of Elia (E. P. Dutton and Company) 


STEPHEN LEACOCK 


“The Decline of the Drama” 

“The British and the American Press ” 
“Have the English any Sense of Humour? ” 
“Impressions of London ” 

“Errors of Santa Claus ” 

“ A Christmas Examination ” 


My Discovery of England (Dodd, Mead and Company) 
Over the Footlights (Dodd, Mead and Company) 
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E. V. Lucas 


“On Secret Passages ” 
“ Aunts ” 

“On Shops and Stalls” 
“ Concerning Breakfast ” 
“ Fires ” 

“On Epitaphs ” 

“The World’s Desire ” 
“The Perfect Guest ” 
“A Little Child ” 
“Third Thoughts ” 


Adventures and Enthusiasms (George H. Doran Company) 
Fireside and Sunshine (E. P. Dutton and Company) 
Loiterer’s Harvest (The Macmillan Company) 

Giving and Receiving (George H. Doran Company) 


CHRISTOPHER Morey 


“The Unknown Citizen” 

‘“A Japanese Bachelor ” 

“The Apple That No One Ate” 
“On Making Friends ” 

“Ingo ” 

“Time to Light the Furnace” 
“The Perfect Reader ” 

“A Question of Plumage” 
“The Autogenesis of a Poet” 


44 Essays (Harcourt, Brace and Company) 
Mince Pie (George H. Doran Company) 
Plum Pudding (Doubleday, Page and Company) 
Modern Essays, First and Second Series 
(Harcourt, Brace and Company) 


Wut1im Lyon PHELPS 


“ Reading the Bible” 
“Mark Twain” 

“R. L. Stevenson” 
“ Rudyard Kipling ” 


Essays on Modern Novelists (The Macmillan Company) 
Essays on Modern Dramatists (The Macmillan Company) 


AGNES REPPLIER 


** Guests ”” 

“In Behalf of Parents ” 
“ Gifts ” 

“Woman Enthroned ” 
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“Comedy of the Custom House ” 
“Children in Fiction ” 

“ Guides: A Protest ” 

“Our Accomplished Great-Grandmothers ” 


In the Dozy Hours (Houghton Mifflin Company) 
Varia (Houghton Mifflin Company) 

In Our Convent Days (Houghton Mifflin Compiny) 
Essays in Miniature (Houghton Mifflin Company) 


THEODORE ROOSEVELT 


“The American Boy ” 

“Entering Politics ” 

“The Historian of the Future ” 

“Getting Christmas Dinner on a Ranch” 
“True Americanism ” 

“Duties of the Citizen ” 

“ Citizenship in a Republic ” 


The Strenuous Life (The Century Company) 
The Roosevelt Book (Charles Scribner’s Sons) 
American Ideals (G. P. Putnam’s Sons) 


RosertT Louis STEVENSON 


“On the Enjoyment of Unpleasant Places ” 
“Walking Tours ” 

“Crabbed Age and Youth” 

“Virginibus Puerisque ” 

“The Character of Dogs” 

“Talk and Talkers ” 

“A College Magazine ” 

“ Books Which Have Influenced Me” 


An Inland Voyage (Charles Scribner’s Sons) 
Travels with a Donkey (Charles Scribner’s Sons) 
Virginibus Puerisque (Charles Scribner’s Sons) 
Memories and Portraits (Charles Scribner’s Sons) 


Henry Davin THOREAU 


“A Winter Walk ” 

“ Walking ” 

“ Night and Moonlight ” 
* Solitude ” 

“Brute Neighbors ” 
“Economy ” 

“The Ponds” 

“ House Warming ” 

“ Fallen Leaves ” 


A Week on the Concord and Merrimack Rivers 
(Houghton Mifflin Company) 
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Walden (Houghton Mifflin Company) 
The Maine Woods (Houghton Mifflin Company) 
Excursions: (Houghton Mifflin Company) 


Mark Twain 


“Fenimore Cooper’s Literary Offenses ” 
“ Traveling with a Reformer ” 
“Private History of the ‘ Jumping Frog’ Story ” 


In Defense of Harriet Shelley and Other Essays 
(Harper and Brothers) 


STEWART EDWARD WHITE 


“The Jumping-off Place ” 

“On Lying Awake at Night ” 
“The Science of Going Light ” 
“The Meadow ” 

“On Pioneering ” 

“On Birds and Living Things ” 


The Forest (Doubleday, Page and Company) 
The Cabin (Doubleday, Page and Company) 


Wooprow WILson 


“ Abraham Lincoln ” 

““The Course of American Literature ” 
“When a Man Comes to Himself ” 
“The Spirit of Learning ” 


When a Man Comes to Himself (Harper and Brothers) 
Mere Literature (Houghton Mifflin Company) 


READING LISTS ACCORDING TO TYPES 


Norr. — Here are some essays classified as to type. The list may be 
helpful to the teacher or the student who wishes to emphasize a study 
by types. It is obvious, of course, that some of these essays might be 
included under more than one type. 


PERSONAL OR FAMILIAR 


A Young Desperado, T. B. Aldrich 
Like Summer’s Cloud, C. S. Brooks 


The Furrows, G. K. Chesterton 


My Chateaux, G. W. Curtis 


Of Good and Evil Odours, David Grayson 
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My Last Walk with the Schoolmistress, O. W. Holmes 
Mackery End in Hertfordshire, Charles Lamb 
Old China, Charles Lamb 

Fires, E. V. Lucas 

Which Class? Mary C. Robinson 

A College Magazine, R. L. Stevenson 

Ordered South, R. L. Stevenson 

In Belshazzar Court, Simeon Strunsky 

Who Owns the Mountains? Henry Van Dyke 
Christmas, C. D. Warner 

Juventus Mundi, C. D. Warner 

Giving as a Luxury, C. D. Warner 

Love’s Minor Frictions, F. L. Warner 


REFLECTIVE 


Of Superstition, Francis Bacon 

Of Suspicion, Francis Bacon 

Of Great Place, Francis Bacon 

Of Travel, Francis Bacon 

Courage, J. M. Barrie 

The Transition from School to College, LeB. R. Briggs 
The Man Who Thinks Backwards, G. K. Chesterton 
The Evolution of the Gentleman, S. M. Crothers 
Compensation, R. W. Emerson 

Manners, R. W. Emerson 

The Art of Book-Making, Washington Irving 

The Student Life, William Osler 

The Mission of Humour, Agnes Repplier 

Woman Enthroned, Agnes Repplier 

Fair Play and Democracy, Henry Van Dyke 

The Soul of a People, Henry Van Dyke 

Is the World Growing Better? Henry Van Dyke 
What Is a College For? Woodrow Wilson 


DESCRIPTIVE 


The Wit of a Duck, John Burroughs 

Animal Communication, John Burroughs 

A Beaver’s Reason, John Burroughs 

April Odors, John Burroughs 

Nature Lore, John Burroughs 

The Plains of Patagonia, W. H. Hudson 

Geese, W. H. Hudson 

Follow Your Nose, David Grayson 

The Hall of the Ambassadors, Washington Irving 
Silverspot, the Story of a Crow, Ernest T. Seton 
The Springfield Fox, Ernest T. Seton 

Turtle Eggs for Agassiz, D. L. Sharp 

The Scarcity of Skunks, D. L. Sharp 

Hunting the Snow, D. L. Sharp 

The Face of the Fields, D. L. Sharp 
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The Wild Mother, D. L. Sharp 

The Sea Fogs, R. L. Stevenson 

The Battle of the Ants, H. D. Thoreau 
Brute Neighbors, H. D. Thoreau 
Walden Pond, H. D. Thoreau 


CHARACTER SKETCH 


The Heroic Age, Joseph Conrad 

Joan of Arc, Thomas De Quincey 

The Man in Black, Oliver Goldsmith 

The Spirit of Theodore Roosevelt, Julian Street 

The Hunter’s Family, R. L. Stevenson 

‘An Adventurer in a Velvet Jacket, Henry Van Dyke 
Abraham Lincoln, Woodrow Wilson 


CRITICAL 
Books, A. C. Benson 
Coddling in Education, H. S. Canby 
Poetry for the Unpoetical, H. S. Canby 
On the Knocking at the Gate in “ Macbeth,” Thomas De Quincey 
Defense of Poetry, H. W. Longfellow 
Bunyan’s “ Pilgrim’s Progress,” T. B. Macaulay 
American Literature, John Macy 
Mark Twain, John Macy 
The Philosophy of Composition, E. A. Poe 
What and How to Read, John Ruskin 
Sterne and Goldsmith, W. M. Thackeray 
Oliver Wendell Holmes, W. D. Howells 
Studies of Lowell, W. D. Howells 


EDITORIAL 


Female Orators, Joseph Addison 

Living in a Pair of Scales, Joseph Addison 

America and the English Tradition, Harry Morgan Ayres 

Why Do so Many Men Never Amount to Anything, T. A. Edison 
Our Responsibilities as a Nation, Theodore Roosevelt 

The Stage Coach, Richard Steele 

To an Anxious Friend, W. A. White 


Humorous 


Traveling with a Reformer, Mark Twain 
Fenimore Cooper’s Literary Offenses, Mark Twain 
On Drawing, A. P. Herbert 

The Decline of the Drama, Stephen Leacock 
Table Talk, Oliver Wendell Holmes 

Love’s Minor Frictions, Frances Lester Warner 
What Do Boys Know? Alfred G. Rolfe 

Which Class? Mary C. Robinson 

A Young Desperado, Thomas Bailey Aldrich 
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VOLUMES OF ESSAYS FOR USE IN HIGH SCHOOL 


* ATLANTIC MONTHLY ” 


Atlantic Classics, First Series Atlantic 

Atlantic Classics, Second Series Atlantic 
BarriE, J. M. 

Courage Scribner 

Margaret Ogilvy Scribner 
BEEBE, WILLIAM 

Edge of the Jungle Holt 

Jungle Peace Holt 
BEttoc, HitArre 

On Anything Dutton 


BENNETT, ARNOLD 
How to Live on Twenty-four Hours a Day 


Doran 

The Human Machine Doran 

Literary Taste and how to Form It Doran 

Your United States Harper 
Benson, A. C. 

From a College Window s Putnam 

Upton Letters Putnam 
BERGENGREN, RALPH 

Comforts of Home Atlantic 

The Perfect Gentleman Atlantic 
Briccs, LEB. R. 

School, College, and Character Houghton 
Brooxs, CuHartes S. 

A Thread of English Road Harcourt 

Chimney-Pot Papers Yale Press 

Hints to Pilgrims Yale Press 

Like Summer’s Cloud Harcourt 


There’s Pippins and Cheese to Come “Yale Press 
Broun, Hreywoop 


Seeing Things at Night Harcourt 

Pieces of Hate Doran 
Burroucus, JOHN 

Birds and Bees Houghton 

Far and Near Houghton 

Signs and Seasons Houghton 

Ways of Nature Houghton 
Coss, Irvin S. 

Speaking of Operations Doran 
ConrapD, JOSEPH 

Mirror of the Sea Doubleday 

Notes on Life and Letters Doubleday 
CHESTERTON, GILBERT K. 

Alarms and Discursions Dodd 

All Things Considered Dodd 

Tremendous Trifles Dodd 


Uses of Diversity Dodd 
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CrotTHers, S. M. 


Gentle Reader Houghton 

Humanly Speaking Houghton 

Dame School of Experience Houghton 
Dunne, F. P. 

Mr. Dooley: In the Hearts of his Countrymen 

Small 
Mr. Dooley: On Making a Will and Other Necessary Evils 
Scribner 

Eaton, W. P. 

In Berkshire Fields Harper 
GALSWORTHY, JOHN 

A Motley Scribner 

A Sheaf Scribner 

Another Sheaf Scribner 

The Inn of Tranquillity Scribner 
GRAHAME, KENNETH 

Dream Days Dodd 

Pagan Papers Dodd 
Grayson, Davin, pseud. 

Adventures in Contentment Doubleday 

Adventures in Friendship Doubleday 

Great Possessions Doubleday 

Friendly Road Doubleday 
Hearn, LAFcapio 

Glimpses of Unfamiliar Japan Houghton 

Kokoro Houghton 

Out of the East Houghton 
Horimay, R. C. 

Broome Street Straws Doran 

Walking-Stick Papers Doran 
Hormes, O. W. 

Autocrat of the Breakfast Table Houghton 

Over the Teacups Houghton 


Pages from an Odd Volume of Life Houghton 
Hyper, W. D. 


College Man and College Woman Houghton 
Irvinc, WASHINGTON 

Alhambra Macmillan 

Sketch Book Dutton 
Kipiinc, RupyarD 

Independence Doubleday 

Letters of Travel Doubleday 
Lamp, CHARLES 

Essays of Elia Dutton 
Leacock, STEPHEN 

My Discovery of England Dodd 

Over the Footlights Dodd 
Lucas, E. V. 

Adventures and Enthusiasms Doran 

Fireside and Sunshine Doran 

Giving and Receiving Doran 


Loiterer’s Harvest Doran 
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Macavtay, T. B. 


Critical and Historical Essays Houghton 
Macy, JoHN 

Spirit of American Literature Boni & Liveright 
Morey, CHRISTOPHER 

Mince Pie Doran 

Plum Pudding Doubleday 

44 Essays, with an Introduction by R. L. Lyman 

Harcourt 

Morey, CHRISTOPHER, ed. 

Modern Essays, First Series Harcourt 

Modern Essays, Second Series Harcourt 
NicHotson, MEREDITH 

Valley of Democracy Scribner 
Parmer, G. H. 

Self-Cultivation in English Houghton 
Perry, Briss 

The American Mind Houghton 
PuHEtps, W. L. 

Essays on Modern Novelists Macmillan 

Essays on Modern Dramatists Macmillan 
REPPLIER, AGNES 

Americans and Others Houghton 

Essays in Idleness Houghton 

Essays in Miniature Houghton 

Points of Friction Houghton 
ROOSEVELT, THEODORE 

American Ideals Putnam 

Roosevelt Book Scribner 

Strenuous Life Century 
Ruskin, JoHN 

Sesame and Lilies Longmans 
SHarp, D. L. 

Face of the Fields Houghton 

The Hills of Hingham Houghton 

Where Rolls the Oregon Houghton 

The Lay of the Land Houghton 

A Watcher in the Woods Century 
STEVENSON, R. L. 

Inland Voyage Scribner 

Memories and Portraits Scribner 

Travels with a Donkey Scribner 

Virginibus Puerisque Scribner 
Tanner, W. M., ed. 

Essays and Essay Writing Atlantic 
TuHoreAv, H. D. 

Excursions Houghton 

Maine Woods Houghton 

Walden Houghton 


Twatn, Mark, pseud. 
In Defense of Harriet Shelley and Other Essays 
Harper 
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Van Dyxe, Henry 

Camp Fires and Guide Posts 

Days Off 

Fisherman’s Luck 

Little Rivers 
Warner, C. D. 

In the Wilderness 

My Summer in a Garden 
Warner, F. L. 

Endicott and I 

Life’s Minor Collisions 
Wuirt, S. E. 

Forest 

Cabin 
Wison, Wooprow 

Mere Literature 

When a Man Comes to Himself 


Scribner 
Scribner 
Scribner 
Scribner 


Houghton 
Houghton 


Houghton 
Houghton 


Doubleday 
Doubleday 


Houghton 
Harper 
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